CjB\55f>m 


6hri^tiaaP(lfbI?shm^6o: 


^r^N^ 


THE  BENSON  LIBRARY  OF  HYMNOLOGY 

Endowed  by  the  Reverend 

Louis  Fitzgerald  Benson,  d.d. 

I 

LIBRARY  OF  THE  THEOLOGICAL  SEMINARY 
PRINCETON,  NEW  JERSEY 


5c  r 


POPULAR  HY 

Number  2 


FOR  THE 


WORK   AND   WORSHIP 


OF   THE 


CHURCH 


IN 


PUBLIC  WORSHIP,  prayer-meetings, 
REVIVALS,      CONVENTIONS,      SUNDAY- 
SCHOOLS,  YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  MEETINGS, 
ETC.,    ETC. 


J 

By  C.  C.  CLINE 

AUTHOR    OF 

Popular  Hymns,    The  Standard  Church  Hymnal,    The  Standard  Sunday- 
School  Hymnal,   Rudiments  of  Music,   Etc. 


St.  Louis 

CHRISTIAN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 

1901 


PRKFACK  TO  POPULAR  HYMNS  NO.  2, 


THE  Compiler  has  found  it  a  difficult  task  to  give  Popular  Hymns  a  suc- 
cessor of  equal  merit.  For  Twenty-Three  Years  it  has  held  its  own 
among  many  competitors  and  has  reached  the  phenomenal  sale  of  over 
Two  Million  Copies.  The  author's  single  design  in  Popular  Hymns  was 
to  furnish  the  matter  needed  for  the  promotion  of  congregational  singing. 
In  Popular  Hymns  No.  2  he  has  not  only  met  this  demand,  but  has  richly 
supplied  Singing  Evangelists  and  other  Leaders  of  Song  with  a  large  sup- 
ply of  solos,  duets  and  quartettes,  specially  suited  to  protracted  meetings, 
and  Conventions  of  Missionary,  Christian  Endeavor  and  other  Christian 
workers.  Busy  Choirs  will  find  just  what  they  need  to  give  pleasing  variety 
to  any  service  w'here  they  are  expected  to  direct  the  music.  In  fact,  Popu- 
lar Hymns  No.  2  will  be  found  to  meet  every  demand  for  an  all-around 
book  adapted  to  every  service  of  every  wide-awake  church,  from  the  stately 
solemn  morning  service  of  the  wealthiest  church  to  the  humblest  prayer- 
meeting  or  Sunday-school  of  the  weakest.  To  supply  this  varied  want  he 
has  not  hesitated  to  pay  the  prices  fixed  for  permission  to  use  the  most  val- 
uable pieces  from  the  pens  of  our  most  able  composers,  living  and  dead. 
He  can  therefore  safely  predict  for  Popular  Hymns  No.  2  a  much  wider 
field  of  usefulness  than  its  predecessor  has  enjoyed. 

It  is  a  book  and  not  a  bundle  of  music.  Its  analytical  arrangement  of 
thought  into  departments  will  be  appreciated  by  both  preacher  and  leader. 
Believing  its  use  will  be  richly  blessed  by  our  merciful  Father,  whose  we  are 
and  whom  we  delight  to  serve  and  praise,  we  remain  as  ever, 

Yours, 

The  Compiler. 


POPULAR  HYMNS  No.  II, 


OPENING  HYMNS. 


'I  will  sing  with  the  spirit  and  I  will  Bing  with  the  understanding  also."    1  Cor.  14: IS 
"Let  all  the  people  praise  Thee."     1's.  07 :  3. 
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1.  Praise  the  Lord!  ye  heav'ns  a  -  dore  Him!  Praise  Him,  an  -  gels   in    the  height! 

2.  Praise  the  Lord!  for    He  hath  spok-en;  Worlds  His  might-y  voice    o  -  beyed; 
S.  Praise  the  Lord!  for    He      is    glo-rious, Nev  -  er  shall  His  prom -ise    fail; 
4.  Praise  the  God    of    our    sal  -  va  -  tion! Hosts  on  high  His  pow'r  pro- claim; 
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God  hath  made  His  saints  vie  - 
Heavn  and  earth,  and  all   ere  - 
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Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of 
For  their  guidance  He  hath 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  pre- 
Laud  and  mag-ni  -  fy  His 

Him,  Praise                                  Him 
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light! 
made, 
vail. 


Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah,  A-men, 


A-men,  Amen,  A    -    men. 


name! 

all  ye  stars  of  light! 
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Hal-le-  lu-jah. 


♦J  rr,* 


?s 


0-0- 


^Z2l 


_1r_ 


k> 


^ — /—/- 


*=* 


_*_#. 


.-*  -^* 


IT1— T1 


No.  2. 

HEBER.     Alt. 


OPENING   HYMNS. 

Holy,  holy,  Holy. 
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1.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly,      Lord  God  Al-might-y!       Ear-  ly    in    the 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly!     all  the  saints  a- dore  Thee!    Cast  -  ing  down  their 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!    tho' the  darkness  hide  Thee,    Tho'  the  eye    of 

4.  Ho  -  ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly !  All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thee,  From  the  heights  of 
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morn  -  ing  our  songs  shall  rise  to  Thee; 

gold-en  crowns  a -round  the  crys-tal  sea; 

sin  -  ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry    can -not  see; 

heav    -    en     to  depths  of  deep-  est  sea; 
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Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 
Cher-u-  bim  and  seraph-  im 
On  -  ly  Thou  art  ho  -  ly, 
Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho    -    ly, 
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mer-ci-ful  and  might -y,      God      o-ver  all,     and  blest  e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly. 

fall-  ing  down  be-  fore  Thee,  Who  wast  and  art,     and     ev  -  er  more  shall  be. 

there  is  none  be- side   Thee;  Fear -ful  in  prais  -  es,   working  wondrously. 

Lord      God  Al-might-y!    Thou  art  the  Fa  -  ther  of    E-ter-ni-ty. 
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The  Lord  is  Nigh. 
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INVOCATION. 


The  Lord  is  nigh  un-to  all  them  that  call  up -on  Him,  To  all  that  call 


fc* 


Sz=t 


■& — *- 


19-     ■#-    •#- 


I"         1         1 


t=t 


Fine.        Ores.  ,     i      ■      I 


i* 


sa 


1=1: 


U±± 


on  Him  in  truth,  to   all  that  call  up -on  Him  in  truth.  He  will  ful-fill  the 
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THOMAS  HAYWARD. 


OPENING   HYMNS. 

Lischer. 


F.  SCHNEIDER. 


o. 


j  Wei  -  come,  de 
(  I  hail  thy 
\  To  spend  one 
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vin  -  er 

King  de  -  scend, 
Lord,  ex  -  tend, 


Thou  day      of 


cred  rest! 
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Lord,  make  these  mo  -  ments  blest.  ) 

Where  God    and  saints     a  -  bide 
Than  thou- sand    days      be  -  side, 
And    fill      His  throne  with  grace;  ) 
While  saints  ad  -  dress    Thy    face:  ) 


: 


\>: 


*=p4 


+X 


-» V- 


m 


Thy    face; 
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of      mor-taltoys    I     soar  to    reach  im  -  mor-tal  joys, 

where  God  re-sorts,  To  keep  the  door,  than  shine  in  courts, 

Thy  quick'ning  word,And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord; 
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No.  5. 


OPENING   HYMNS. 

0  Praise  the  Lord. 


INVOCATION. 


0  praise  the  Lord,  all  ye  nations,  Praise  Hira,all  ye  people,  praise  Him,all  ye 
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peo-ple,      0  praise  the  Lord,Praise  Him,all  ye  people,For  His  merci-f  til  kindness  is 
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great  toward  us,    is    great  toward  us,    and  the  truth    of  the  Lord  en-dur-eth  f  or- 

-     £  #.  #.  #. 


r    I  r»  »  l^^=F^ 


« 


■&. 


FF? 


v— P- 


-F^-e- 


^EEfe 


f^^ 


^ 


i/  ? 


tegrf 


iiifciiigiio 


:*=£=«: 


i 


— r- r 

ev-er,  for-ev-er  and  ev-er,      ev-er  and  ev-er,    Praise   ye   the   Lord 
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hear  Our  Prayer. 


INVOCATION. 


Our  waiting  eyes  are  unto  Thee,0  Lord ;  Help  us  to  worship  Thee,help  us  to  worship  Thee  in 


OFENING    nYMNS. 

hear  Our  Prayer. 
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spirit  and  in  frith;  Help  us  to  pray;  help  us  to  praise  and  hear  Thy  worcf.  Look  down,0  Lord,in 
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mercy  up-  on  us,and  blot  out  all  our  transgressions.  0,  hear  our  pray'r,forgive  our  sins,  ac- 


cept  and  bless  us  for  Jesus'  sake, accept  and  bless  us  for  Jesus'  sake.    A 
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1.  Be- fore  Je  -  ho-vah's  aw  -  f ul  throne,Ye    na-tions,  bow  with  sa-credjoy; 

2.  Bi  ,without   our    aid,  Made  us      of  clay,  and  f orm'd  us  men ; 

3.  We  are   His   peo-ple,   we   His  care — Our  souls,  and  all    our  mor-tal  frame; 

4.  Wideas   the  world  is    Thy  command;  Vast  as      e  -  ter-ni-ty    Thy  love; 
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1    is      God     a  -  lone,   He   can    ere- ate   and  He     de-stroy. 
And  \vi.  n  like  wand'ring  sheep  we  stray'd,He  brought  us  to     His  fold     a  -  gain. 
What  I  all  we  rear,    Al-might-y    Ma-ker,  to    Thy  name? 

Firm    as       a    rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand,Wben  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
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OPENING   HYMNS. 

Welcome  to  All. 
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per.  of  C.  C.  Cline,  Owner  of  Coppright. 


FOR  CONVENTIONS. 


C.  C.   CLINE. 
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1.  We  wel-come  you,  friends  of  ourMas-ter   and  Lord,  To    share  in    the 

2.  We    bid  you    a     wel-come  to  friends  and  to  hearts  A  -  glow  with  the 

3.  We  greet  you,  dear  brethren    in  Christ/with    a  pray'r,  That  love,  joy  and 

4.  At    last,when  our  meet-ings  and  part-ings  are    o'er,  May     all  find     a 

#.'     JL  *-      *-  f-      Jjk.      JL      #.      &-  #.         #.      A-      •#- 


'*=$=* 


-?=>-- 


*=* 


t=t 


p=t=t 


m 


joys  which  our  feasts  will  af  -  ford,  To  fill  us  with  love  for  the  work  of  our 
friendship  which  Je  -  sus  im- parts  With  us  to  re-joice  in  the  boun- ti  -  f ul 
peace  may   a-  bide  with  us   here;    That  wisdom  and   prudence  may  guide  us   a- 

wel-come  on  heaven's  bright  shore,When  honor  and  praise  to   our  God  we  will 
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King,  And  help  us     to    Him  greater  trib  -  ute     to  bring.>. 
love    And  bless-ings  so    rich  from  the  Fa-ther    a-bove.  lrm.-_  _      }/tnrn    . 
right    In     all  that  per- tains    to  the  king-dom    of  light.  Jinen  a  welcome  t0 
sing,  Thro' Je-  sus,  our   Sav-  ior,  Re-deem -er,  and  King.  ^ 
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all,  hap-py  welcome  to  all;  Thrice  welcome,happy  welcome,happy  welcome  to  all. 
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C.  C.  C. 

Pull  Cb 


OPENING    HYMNS. 

Welcome. 

Bv  her.  OF  C.  C.  Cli>e.  Owner  of  Copyright. 
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Welcome,  welcome,  wel  -  come,  We  welcome  you,dear  frieudsjn  this,our  opening 
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Welceme,  welcome,  wel  -  come,      Welcome  here  this  fes-tal    day. 
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-ny   are  the  sor-rows,  ma-  ny   are  the  tears,  Ma-ny   are  thejoys,and 

2.  Ma-  ny    are  the  con-fiicts,  ma-  ny   are  the  snares,  Ma-  ny  are  the  trials,and 

3.  Ma-ny    are  the  pleasures  that  we  here  shall  share,  Ma- ny  are  the  treasures 
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ma  -  ny  are  the  fears,  That  havecross'd  our  pathway  since  we  last  did  meet, 

ma  -  ny  are  the  cares,That  we've  borne  thro'  Je-  sus  since  we  last  did  meet, 

we  must  homeward  bear,  That  we  may   be  true  till    we    theMas-ter  meet, 
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But  we've  come     a  -  gain,  our      kin-dred  and  our  friends  to  greet. 

But  we're  here      a  -  gain,  our   breth-ren  and  our  friends  to  greet. 

When  we'll  come     a  -  gain,  our  loved  ones  and  our  friends  to  greet. 
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OPENING   HYMNS. 

Lanesboro. 
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1.  Ear-  ly,  my  God,without  de-  lay,     I  haste  to  seek  Thy  face ;  My  thirsty 

2.  So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand,Beneath  a  burn-ing  sky,  Long  for    a 

3.  Not  life  it -self, with  all  its  joys,  Can  my  best  passions  move,Or  raise  so 

4.  Thus,till  my  last,ex  -  pir-ing  day,  I'll  bless  my  God  and  King; Thus  will  I 
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faints  a  -  way,  My  thirst-y  spir  -  it  faints  a  -  way,Without  Thy  cheering  grace, 

stream  at  hand,  Long  for  a  cool  -  ing  stream  at  hand ;  And  they  must  drink  or  die. 

cheer-ful  voice,  Or  raise  so  high  my  cheer-f ul  voice,  As  Thy  for-giv-ing  love, 

hands  to  pray,Thus  will  I  lift     my  hands  to  pray,  And  tune  my  lips    to    sing. 
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No.  11. 


Hendon. 


W.  HAMMOND. 


C.  H.  A.   MALAN. 


1.  Lord,  we  come  be- fore  Thee  now,  At  Thy  feet  we  hum-bly  bow;  Oh,  do  not  our 

2.  Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  de-pend,  In  com-  pas-  sion  now  descend ;  Fill  our  hearts  with 

3.  InThineown  ap-point-ed  way,  Now  we  seek  Thee;  here  we  stay;  Lord,we  know  not 

4.  Grantthatall  may  seek  and  find  Thee  a    God  su-preme-ly  kind;  Heal  the  sick;  the 
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suit  dis  -  dain !  Shall  we  seek  Thee,Lord,in     vain?  Shall  we  seek  Thee,Lord,in  vain? 
Thy  rich  grace,Tune  our  lips  to    sing  Thy  praise,Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise, 
how  to    go,      Till    a  bless  ing  Thou  be  -  stow,  Till  a  bless-ing  Thou  be-stow. 
cap-tive  free;  Let  us    all    re-joicein     Thee,  Let  us    all   re-ioice  in  Thee. 
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PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 

"It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord  and  to  sing  praises  unto  Thy  name, 
OMost  High."    is.  93:  1. 
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The  Hour  of  Prayer. 
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My  God! 
For  then 
No  words 


V     ^        *         i  [> 

is     a  -  ny    hour  so  sweet,From  blush  of  morn  to      evening  star,  As 

a  dayspring  shines  on  me,  Brighter  than  moon's  e  -  the-real  glow ;  And 

can  tell  what  sweet re-lief  Here  for   my    ev-'ry    want  I  find;  What 
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that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  f  eet.The  hour  of  pray'r?  Blest  is  the  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 

rich  -  er  dews  descend  from  Tbce  Than  earth  can  know.  Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renewed; 

strength  for  warfare.Mm  for  grief,  What  peace  of  mind!  Lord,till    I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 
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And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve,  When  on  the  wings  of  pray'r  upborne,The  world  I  leave. 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiv'njhen  dost  Thoa  cheer  my  sol-  i-tude  With  h^pes  of  heav'n. 

No  priv-  i  -  lege  so  dear  shall  be  As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour  In  pray'r  to  Thee. 
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No.  13. 


PRAYER   AND    PRAISE. 

Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Mrs.  SARAH    F.  ADAMS. 


L.   MASON. 


i=t 


--&=■$- 


*&r 


i 


■&-wr 


fct 


Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer  to  Thee;  E'en  tho'  it  be   a  cross  That  raiseth  me; 

Tho'  like  a  wander-er,  Daylight  all  gone,  Darkness  be  o-ver  me,  My  rest  a  stone; 
There  let  the  way  appear  Steps  unto  heav'n :  All  that  Thou  sendest  me  In  mercy  giv'n; 
Then, with  my  wakieg  thot's,  Bright  with  Thy  praise.Out  of  my  ston-y  griefs  Bethel  I'll  raise; 
Or,  if  on  joyful  wing,Cleaving  the  sky,  Sun,moon,and  stars  forgot,   Upward  I    fly, — 
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Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be, 

Angels  to  beckon  me,  j>Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thec,Nearer  to  Thee. 

So  by  my  woes  to  be, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
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No.  14. 


A.  STEELE. 


Naomi. 


LOWELL  NiASON. 


1.  Fa-ther!  whate'er    of     eartb-ly    bliss    Thy   sov-'reign  will 

2.  "Give  me     a    calm,  a       thankful  heart,  From  ev  -  'ry   miu  - 

3.  "Let    the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine,  My    life     and  death 
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mur  free, 
at  -  tend: 
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Ac  -  cept-  ed  at 
The  blessings  of 
Thy  presence  thro' 


Thy  throne  of  grace,  Let  this  pe 
Thy  grace  im-  part,  And  make  me 
my    jour-ney  shine,  And  crown    my 


ti  -  tion  rise:- 
live  to  Thee, 
journey's  end. 
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PRAYEB  AND   PRAISE. 

No.  15.         Lead  Me  Gently  Home,  Father. 


W.   L.  T. 

Solo,  Duet  or  Quartet,  ad  lib. 


Bv  per.  w.  L.  Thomp»om  A  Co.,  East  Liverpool,  O. 
and  The  Thompson  Music  Co.,  Chicago,  III. 


W.   L   THOMPSON. 
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1.  Lead    me    gen  -  tly     home,      Fa  -  ther,  Lead    me    gen  -  tly    home, 

2.  Lead    me    gen  -  tly     home,      Fa  -  ther,  Lead    me    gen  -  tly    home, 
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When  life's  toils  are    end  -  ed,  And  part-ing  days  have  come,     Sin    no  more  shall 
In   life's  dark-est  hours,  Fa  -  ther,When  life's  troubles  come,  Keep  my  feet  from 
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tempt    me,    Ne'er  from  Thee  I'll  roam,       If  Thou'lt  on  -  ly  lead  me,  Fa-ther, 
wand'ring,    Lest  from  Thee  I'll  roam,     Lest  I'll    fall  up  -  on  the  wayside, 
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Refrain. 
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Lead  me  gen-tly  home. 
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Lead    me  gen  -  tly    home,  Fa  -  ther, 

Lead  me  gen-tly    home,    Fa  -  ther,  Lead  me  gen-tly 
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lead    me  pen-  tly,  gently  home. 

home,     Father,  Lest  I  fall    up- on  the  wayside,  Lead  me  gently  home. 
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No.  16. 


PBAYER  AND  PBAISE. 

Guide  Me. 


W.  WILLIAMS. 


9* 


1    j  Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Je-  ho-  vah,  Pil-grim  thro'  this  bar-ren  land;  )  R      j    * 
I     I      am  weak,but  Thou  art  mighty,  Hold  me  with  Thy  pow'rful  hand;  )  areaa  0I 

o    j     0- pen  now  the   cr)rs- talfountain,Whence  the  healing  waters  flow;  }  o,, 
'   (   Let  the  fier  -  y,  cloud -y  pil  -  lar  Lead  me  all    my  journey  thro';  f        °   e" 

o    j  When  I  tread  -the  verge  of  Jor-dan,  Bid   my  anxious  tears  sub-side;  )  „  , 

|  Bear  me  thro' the  swell-iug  cur-rent,  Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side;  f    ongso 
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heaven,Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more,Bread  of  heaven,Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more, 
liv'rer,  Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield,  Strong  Deliv'rer,  Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield, 
praises    I  will  ev  -  er  give  to  Thee,  Songs  of  praises  I  will  ev-er  give  to  Thee. 
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No.  17. 


Ever  Will  I  Pray. 


Bv  PERMISSION. 


A.  CUMMINGS. 
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J.   H.  TENNEY. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,  in    the  morn-ing    Un  -  to  Thee 

2.  At    the  bus  -  y    noon-tide,Press'd  with  work 

3.  When  the  evening  shad-ows  Chase  a-  way 

4.  Thus   in  life's  glad  morn-ing,  In     its  bright 


I     pray,   Let  Thylov-ing 

and  care,  Then  I'll  wait  with 

the   light,    Fa- ther,  then  I'll 

noon  -  day.     In    the  shadowy 
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Chorus. 
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kind-ness  Keep  me  thro' 
Je  -  sua   Till    He  hears 


pray  Thee,Bless  Thy  child  to  -  night.  [ 

ev-  'ning,  Ev  -  er  will  I     pray.  ^ 


this   day.  v. 

mv  pray'r.  I     T      ... 
*   «:iuj.  ?  I  will  pray, 


I  will  pray, 


*—*- 


e^m 


I    will  pray, 
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I   will  pray, 
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PRAYER   AND    PRAISB. 


W'4\m 
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Ever  Will  I  Pray. 

r.  IUJ\\  j  f.jH    4t4.ii 


Ev-er  will         I  prav;  Morn-ing,  noon  and  ev-'ning  Un-io  Thee        I'll  pray. 

F.v-ei- will  I      pray,  Unto  Thee  I'll  pray. 


No.  18. 


Lead  Me,  Savior. 

By  Permission  of  J.  J.  hood,  Owner  of  Copyright. 


FRANK  M.   DAVIS. 
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1.  Sav-ior, lead  me, lest  I  stray, 

2.  Thou  the  refuge  of  my  soul 

3.  Sav-  ior,lead  me,then  at  last, 


Gen-tly  lead  me  all  the  way; 
When  life's  stormy  billows  roll 
When  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 
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leadme,lestIstray,Gen  -  tly 
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lead  me  all  the  way; 


1.  Sav 


lor, 
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I  would  in  Thy  love  a  -  bide. 
All  my  hopes  on  Thee  re-ly. 
WThere  all  tears  are  wiped  away.        ^ 

J- 
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I  am  safe  when  by  Thy  side, 
I  am  safe  when  Thou  art  nigh 
To  the  land  of  endless  day, 
J2.  J&. 
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Chorus. 


safe  when  by  Thy  side,  I         would 
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in  Thy  love  abide. 
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Lead     me,       lead      me,       Sav  -  ior,  lead  me,  lest    I     stray: 

S  lest    I    stray. 
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Gen-tly  down  the  stream  of  time,  Lead  me, Savior,  all  the  way. 

stream  of  time.  all  the  way. 
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No.  19. 


PRATER   AND   PRAISE. 

Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


CHAS.  WESLEY. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  lov  -   er     of    my 

2.  Oth  -  er    ref  -  uge  have    I 

3.  Thou,  0  Christ,  art    all      I 

4.  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is 
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soul,  Let    me    to      Thy   bos-om  fly, 

none,  Hangs  my  help  -  less  soul  on  Thee; 

want,  More  than  all       in    Thee    I  find; 

found,  Grace  to    cov  -   er     all    my  sin; 
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Whilethe  near  -  er    wa-ters    roll,      While  the  tern  ■ 

Leave,  oh,  leave    me    not     a  -  lone,      Still  sup- port 

Raise  the  fall  -    en,  cheer  the    faint,     Heal  the   sick, 

Let  the  heal  -  ing  streams  a  -  bound;  Make  me,  keep 


pest  still  is    high, 
and    comfort    me. 
and    lead  the  blind, 
me     pure  with  -  in. 


Hide  me,    0 
All    my  trust 
Just  and   ho  - 
Thou  of    life 


J=rf 


my  Sav  -  ior,  hide,       Till    the  storm    of    life      is    past; 

on  Thee   is  stay'd,    All    my  help  from  Thee    I    bring; 

ly  is      Thy  name,       I      am    all      un-right-eous-ness; 

the  foun-tain  art,      Free  -  ly     let      me  take    of    Thee; 
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Safe    in  -  to 

Cov  -  er    my 

Vile  and  full 

Spring  Thou  up 


the     ha  -  ven  guide,      Oh,   re-  ceive    my  soul    at    last, 

de  -  fense-less  head  With  the  shad  -  ow     of    Thy  wing, 

of     sin       I  am,  Thou  art  full      of  truth  and  grace, 

with  -  in      my  heart,  Rise   to    all        e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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Martyn.     (Second  Tune.) 


Fine. 


s.  B.  MARSH. 


D.C. 


No.  20. 


PRAYER  AND   PRAISE. 


Jesus,  My  Savior. 


COPYRIGHT,    MCM,   BY  C.    C.   CtlNE. 


Words  and  Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,        I  now  hear  Thy  gentle  voice,  Help  me  to  love  Thee, 

2.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,   Let  Thy  words  dwell  in  my  heart,  Words  of  sweet  comfort 

3.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,  When  death's  shadows  fall  on  me,  In  that  dread  darknsss 
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Make  my  heart  re-joice.  Once  I  strayed  far  from  Thee,  Now  my  soul  would  near  Thee  be, 

That  can  ne'er  de-part;  When  the  way  was  dreary,  And  my  heart  was  sore  distressed, 

Of  Geth-sem-a  -  ne;  Then  in  peace  re-clin-ing,    On  Thy  gen-tle,  lov-ing  breast, 


#      9      • 


tit:   t: 


i 


£}£ 


B 


t=t 


*^*r 


*—* 


F^=5=t 


*=3Z 


-# 0 0 0- 


V— V- 


j*±£ 


-■/—/- 


Chorus. 


Near-er    to  Thee,  Sav-ior,    Near-er,  Lord  to  Thee.^ 

'Twas  Thy  voice  that  gave  me  Calm  and  peaceful  rest.  ?  Near-er,  my  dear  Sav-ior, 
May  my  soul  de-part  -  ing    En  -  ter  per-f  ect  rest.  J 
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Let  me  in  Thy  love  a-bide;  Near-er,  ev  -  er  near-er,    To  thy  wounded  side 
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PRAYER    AND    PRAISE, 


NO.  21. 


My  Jesus,  i  Love  Thee. 


A.  J.  GORDON. 
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1.  My    Je  -  sus,    I       love    Thee,  •  I    know  Thou  art  mine;  For  Thee    all  the 

2.  I      love   Thee,  be  -  cause   Thou  hast  first   lov  -  ed      me,   And  purchased  my 

3.  I       will    love  Thee    in  life,  I     will   love  Thee  in  death,  And  praise  Thee  as 

4.  In    roan-sions  of      glo    -  ry    and  end -less    de  -  light    I'll    ev  -  er     a* 
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fol  -  lies  of  sin  I  re-sign;  My  gra  -  cious  Re  -  deem  -  er,  my 
par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry's  tree;  I  love  Thee  for  wear  -  ing  the 
long  as  Thou  lend  -  eth  me  breath;  And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies 
dore    Thee    in  heav  -  en      so  bright;    I'll    sing  with  the    glit  -  ter  -  ing 
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Sav  -  ior  art  Thou,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

thorns  on  Thy  brow;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

cold     on  my  brow,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

crown  on  my  brow,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 
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No.  22.  Thou  Art  My  Shepherd. 

E.  THALHEIMER. 


J.  CRAMER. 
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1.  Thou  art  my  ohepherd,Caring  for  all  my  need,Thy  little  lamb  to  feed,  Trusting  Thee  still. 

2.  If  Thou  wilt  guide  me,Gladly  I'll  go  with  Thee :  No  harm  can  come  to  me,HoldingThy  hand 
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in  the  green  pastures  low,Where  living  waters  flow,  Safe  by  Thy  side  I  go,  Fearing  no  ill. 
And  soon  my  weary  feet,  Safe  in  the  golden  street,  Where  all  who  love  Thee  meet,  Redeemed  shall  stand. 
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No.  23. 

EDWARD  HOPPER 


PRAYER    AND    PRAISE. 

Pilot  Me. 


J.  E.  GOULD. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  \<>r,    pi    -     lot     me,       0  -  ver  life's    tem-pest-uous  sea; 

2.  As     a    moth  -  er    stills      her    child,  Thou  canst  hush  the      o  -  cean  wild; 

3.  When  at    last       I     near      the  shore,  And  the  fear  -  f ul  break-ers   roar, 


D.C. — Chart  and  coin-pass came  from  Thee;  Je-  su. 
D.C. — Chart  and  corn-pass  came  from  Thee;  Je- sus,  Sav 
D.  C.—.Vat/    I  hear  Thee  say       to     me,  "Fear  not,    I 
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/or,   pi  -  tot    me. 
lor,   pi  -  tot    me. 
will  pi  -  lot  thee. " 
,    D.C. 
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In-known  waves  be-fore  me  roll,  Hid  -ing  rocks  and  treach'rous  shoal; 
Bois-t'rous  waves  o  -  bey  Thy  will  When  Thou  say'st  to  them,"Be  still!" 
Twixtmeand      the  peace-ful"    rest,      Then,  while  lean  -  ing    on     Thy  breast, 
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Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


No.  24. 


ELLA   DALE. 


Copyright.  1892,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


E.   MAUDE  CLINE. 
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Fine. 


— 1-0-0-0 — tf-L(^ %-^& — (9    .    **-&--* 


s 


fcte 


a 


fej 


tf— # 


■&—&- 


mor-tal    can  be; 


1.  Je-sus,  I  love  Thee,  Thou  art  to  me     Dear-er  than  ev  -  er 

2.  Full  of  compassion,  lov-ing  and  mild,  Thou  art  my  Fa-ther,    I    am   Thy  child; 

3.  Je-sus,  I  love  Thee,  reign  in  my  heart;  Oh,  may  Thy  Spir-it   nev-  er     de-part: 

I 
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D.  C. — Tenderly  fotd-ed  safe  on  Thy  breast,  There  be  my  ref-uge,  there  let  me  rest. 
D.  C. — Blessed  Redeemer,  pre-cious  to  m?,  Draw  me  still  clos-er,  clos-er  to  Thee. 
D.  C. — Je-sus,  I  lore  Thee,  Thou  art  to  me  Dear-er  than  mor-tal  ev  -  er  can  be. 


D.C. 


Je-sus,  I  love  Thee,  Sav-ior  di-vine,  Earth  has  no  friendship  constant  as  Thine; 

Thou  wilt  for-give  me  when  I  am  wrong,  Thou  art  my  com-fort,Thou  art  my  song; 

Je-sus,  I  love  Thee,  yes,Thou  art  mine,  Liv-ing  or     dy- ing, still    I   am  Thine; 
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S.  D.  PHELPS. 
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PRAYER   AND    PRAISE. 

Something  for  Thee, 

Copyright,  1892,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  Sav-ior,Thy  dy-ing  love  Thou  gavest  me,  Nor  should  I  aught  withhold,  Dear  Lord,  from  Thee; 

2.  Give  me  a  faithful  heart — Likeness  to  Thee — That  each  departing  day  Henceforth  may  see 

3.  All  that  I  am  and  have — Thy  gifts  so  free — In  joy,  in  grief , thro'  life,  Dear  Lord,for  Thee! 
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In  love  my  soul  would  bowjy  heart  f  ul-fill  its  vow,Some  off'ring  bring  Thee  now,Something  for  Thee. 
Some  work  of  love  begun, Some  deed  of  kindness  done.  Some  wand'rer  sought  and  won,Something  for  Thee. 
And  when  Thy  face  I  see,My  ransom'd  soul  shall  be,Thro'  all  e  -  ter-  ni-  ty,  Something  for  Thee. 
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No.  26. 


J.   ROSS  MACDUFF. 


Christ,  Our  All. 


Copyright.  1892,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


E.  MAUDE  CLINE. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  my    Sav  -  ior,    look    on    me,      For     I     am    wea  -  ry 

2.  Look  down  on  me,    for    I        am  weak;      I     feel  the    toil- some 

3.  I     am   be  -  wil-  dered  on      my    way;    Dark  and  tern-  pest-  uous 


and    op  - 

journey's 

is      the 

4.      I    hear  the  storms  a  -  round  me    rise,     But  when    I    dread  th'im-pend-ing 
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pressed;     I    come  to    cast      my    soul      on    Thee,  Thou 

length;  Thine  aid   om  -  nip  -    o  -  tent      I     seek;  Thou 

night;     Oh!  shed  Thou  forth  some  cheer  -  ing    ray;  Thou 

shock,    My  spir  -  it      to        her    ref  -  uge    flies;  Thou 
-£2-*         .#.      #.      +■       „         +.      J2.        M. 
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art 
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my  rest. 

my  STRENGTH, 
my  LIGHT, 
my  rock. 
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5  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink, 
In  that  tremendous,  final  strife, 
Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink; 
Thou  art  my  LIFE, 
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6  Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply, 
E'en  to  the  end,  whate'er  befall; 
Through  life,  in  death,  eternally, 
Thou  art  my  all. 


No.  27. 


PRATER   AND    PRAISE. 

0  Holy  Savior. 


Arr.  from  FLEMMING. 
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1.  0  •'-  ior!  Friend  an  - 

2.  Without    a  mar-mar    I       dis  -  miss 

3.  What  tho'  the  world  de-  ceit-  ful    prove, 

4.  Tho' faith  and  hope  are  oft -en 


1  I 

Since  on  Thine  arm  Thou  bidst  me 
My    farmer  dreams  of  earth- ly 

urthly  friends  and  hopes  re  - 
I      ask  not,  need  not  aught  be  - 
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lean, 
bliss: 

side; 
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•,  thro'out  life's  changing  scene,     By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee! 

.my  re  -  comper.se  be      this,     Each  hour  to  cling  to  Thee! 

on  -  com-plain-ing   love,     Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee! 

So  safe,  so  calm, so     sat-is  -  fied,    The  soul  that  clings  to  Thee! 
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No.  28.     Jesus,  the  Very  Thought  of  Thee. 


EDWARD  CASWALL.     Tr 


JOHN    B.   DYKES. 


1.  Je  -  pus,  the  ver  -  y    thought  of  Thee,  With  sweetness  fills    my  breast; 

2.  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor    heart  can  frame,  Nor  can    the  mem-'ry    find 

3.  0    Hope  of  ev  -  'ry     con- trite  heart!     0     Joy    of     all     the  meek! 

4.  Je    sus    our  on    -   ly     joy      be   Thou,     As   Thou  our  prize  will    be; 
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-et-er     far    Thy   face    to     see, 
■  ct-er   sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
To  those  who  fall,   how   kind  Thou  art! 


i 
And    in    Thy 

0     Sav-  ior 
How  good  to 


pres-ence  rest. 

of     man- kind! 

those  who  seek ! 


Je  -  sus,  be   Thou   our     glo  -  ry     now,      And  thro'  e   -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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No.  29. 

W.  O.  CUSHING. 


PKAYEIt   AND    PRAISE. 

Hiding  in  Thee. 

COPYRIGHT,    1892,    BY  C.   C.  CLINE. 


E.  MAUDE  CLINE. 
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1.  Oh,      safe    to    the  Rock  that  is    high  -  er  than     I,       My      soul,    in    its 

2.  In  the  calm  of   the  noon-  tide,  in     sor-row's  lone  hour,    In    times  when  temp- 

3.  How     oft,    in    the   con-flict,when  press'd  by  the  foe,      I  have  fled    to   my 
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con  -  flicts  and   sor- rows,  would  fly;      So         sin-   ful,    so    wea  -  ry,  Thine, 

ta  -  tion  casts  o'er     me    its  pow'r;    In  the  tern  -  pests  of    life,  on     its 

Ref  -  uge  and  breath'd  out  my  woe!      How     oft-   en  when   tri  -  als,  like 

f  I 
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Thine  would  I  be,  Thou  blest  "Rock  of  A-  ges,"I'm  hid-ing  in  Thee, 
wide,  heav-  nig  sea,  Thou  blest  "Rock  of  A  -  ges,"  I'm  hid  -  ing  in  Thee, 
sea  -  bil-lows  roll,  Havel  hid  -  den     in    Thee,  0  Thou  Rock  of    my  soul! 
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Hid-  ing"  in     Thee,   Hid-ing  in  Thee,Tho«  blest  "Rock  of  A-ges,Tm  hid-ing  in  Thee. 


No.  30. 

J.  E.   RANKIN. 


How  Gan  1  But  Love  Him? 
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E.  S.  LORENZ. 
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1.  So    ten  -  der,  so    pre-cious,My    Sav  -  ior,    to     me;     So  true   and  so 

2.  So    pa  -  tient,  so  kind-  ly  T'ward  all       of    my  ways;     I  blun-der  so 

3.  Of    all  friends  the  fair  -  est  And    tru  -  est     is     He;     His  love    is  the 

4.  His  beau  -  ty,  tho'  bleed-ing  And    cir  -  cled  with  thorns,  Is  then  most  ex- 
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PRAYER    AND    PRAISE. 

how  Gan  I  But  Love  Him? 
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,       Refrain. 
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gra-cious  I've  found  Him  to 
blind  -  ly—  V.  :  ill  re 

rar  -  est  Thai 
ceed-in£,  Him   a  - 


be 


>  i  \  m 


be.  J 


How    can         I      but  love  Him?  But 
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love  Him,  but  love  Him?  There's  no  friend  a-  bove  Him,  Poor  sin-ner,  for   thee. 
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No.  31. 


Savior,  Like  a  Shepherd. 


DOROTHY  A    THRUPP. 
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WILLIAM    B.   BRADBURY. 
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ike    a  Shepherd  lead 
"   (   In    Thy  pleasant  pastures  feed 
2    j  We    are  'i  I  tine,  do  Thou  be  -  friend 

'  (  Keep  Thy  fli  >ek,from  sin  de  -  fend 
o  i  Ear  -  ly  let  us  seek  Thy  fa  - 
6'  (  I  \  on  -  ly    S 


us,  Much  we  need  Thy  tend'rest  care;  ) 

us,  For  our  use  Thy  folds  prepare.  J 

us,  Be    the  guardian  of  our  way;  ( 

us,  Seek    us  when  we  go    a  -  stray.  J 

vor,  Ear-ly    let    us    do  Thy  will;    } 

ior,  With  Thy  love  our  bos-oms  fill.     ) 
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-  ed    Je  -  sus,  Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us.Thine  we    are, 
Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray, 
Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  loved  us,  love   us    still, 
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Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  Bless-  ed  Je 

Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  Bless-  ed  Je 

-ed  Je  -  sua,  Bless- ed  Je 
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sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,Thine  we  are. 
sus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray, 
sus,  Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  U3  still. 
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No.  32. 


PBAYER  AND   PRAISE. 

Consecration. 


Miss  FRANCES 

R.  HAVfcRGAL. 
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M.  LINDSAY 
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1.  Take  my 

2.  Take  my 

3.  Take  my 
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life,    and    let     it 
lips,   and    let  them 
will,   and  make  it 
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be           Con  -  se  -  era  - 
be         Filled  with  mes  - 
Thine;      It    shall  be 
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ted,  Lord,  to  Thee;, 
sag-  es  from  Thee; 
no    long-er  mine; 
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Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move  At  the  im  -  pulse  of  Thy  love. 
Take  my  sil  -  ver  and  my  gold,  Not  a  mite  would  I  with- hold. 
Take  my  heart,    it      is  Thine  own:        It  shall    be     Thy  roy  -  al  throne. 
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Take 
Take 
Take 
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my  feet,  and   let    them  be 

my  mo-ments  and    my  days, 

my  love,  my    God;     I  pour 
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Swift  and  beau-  ti  -  ful  for  Thee; 
Let  them  flow  in  end- less  praise; 
At    Thy  feet  its  treas-ure  store; 
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Take    my  voice,  and   let     me      sing         Al  -  ways,  on  -  ly,    for    my  King, 
Take    my     in  -  tel  -  lect,  and     use  Ev  -  'ry  pow'r  as  Thou  shalt  choose, 

Take    my  -  self,   and    I       will     be^       Ev  -  er,    on  -  ly,    all    for  Thee, 
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Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Take  my  in  -  tel  -  lect,  and  use 
Take  my  -  self,    and     I    will     be 
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Al- ways,  on-  ly,    for   my  King. 
Ev  -  '-ry  pow'r  as   Thou  shalt  choose. 
Ev  -  er,    on  -  ly,     all    for  Thee. 
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No.  33. 


PRATER    AND    PRAISE. 

Last  Mope. 


J.  MERRICK. 


Arr.  frorr    L.   M.  GOTTSCHALK. 
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1.  To  stores  fair  and!                    n-ly    Shep-  herd,  lead  Thy  charge, 

2.  When     I     faint  with  summer's  beat,  Thou  shalt  guide  my    wea-ry     feet 

3.  Safe   the    drear -y   vale     I     tread      By    the    shades  of    death  o'erspread, 

4.  Con-stant   to      my    lat  -  est  end,  Thou  my    foot -steps  shall  at  -  tend: 
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And  my    couch,with  tend -'rest  care,  'Mid    the  springing  grass  pre-pare. 

To  the  streams  that,  still  and  low,  Thro' the    ver-dant  meadows  flow. 

With  Thy    rod   and  staff    sup-plied,  This  my    guard-and  that  my  guide. 

And  shalt   bid    Thy    hal  -  low'ddome  Yield  me     an       e  -  Dome. 
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No.  34. 

RAY   PALMER. 
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Repose. 
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F.   KUECKEN. 
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1.  Stealing  from  the  world  a-way,  We  are  come  to  seek  Thy  face  ;Kind-ly  meetns, 

2.  Yonder  stars  that  gild  the  sky  Shine  but  with  a    borrow'd  light;  We,  un  -  less  Thy 

3.  Sun  of  Righteousness!  dispel  All  our  darkness,doibti,  and  fears;  May  Thy  light  with- 

4.  Warm  our  hearts  in  pray'r  and  praise,  Lift  our  ev  -  'ry  thought  a-  bove ;  Hear  the  grateful 
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Lord,wepray,Grant  us  Thy  re  -  viv  -  inggrace,Grant  us   Thy    re  -  viv-  ing  graee. 
light  be  nigh,  Wander,wrapt  in  gloom-y  night,  Wan- der, wrapt  in  gloom-y  night, 
in    ns dwell,  Till    e-ter-nal    day    ap-pears, Till     e  -  ter-nal'  day  ap-pears. 
,  Fill  us  with  Thy   per- feet  love,   Fill     us  with   Thy  per-f ect  love. 
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No.  35. 


PRAYER    AND    PEAISE. 

Consecration  Prayer. 


MARIANNE  FARNINGHAM. 


By  per.  of  A.  f.  Myers,  Toledo,  O. 


A.   F.  MYERS. 
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1.  "Just  as    I     am,"  Thine  own  to  be, 

2.  I  would  live  ev     -     -     er    in  the  light, 

3.  Withma-ny    dreams  of  fame  and  gold, 
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Friend  of  the  young, 
I  would  work  ev  -    - 
success  and  joy 
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who  lov  -  est 
er  for  the 
to  make  be 
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me; 

right, 

bold: 


To  con  -  se  -  crate 
I  would  serve  Thee 
But  dear-  er    still 


my-self    to    Thee, 

with  all  my  might, 

my  faith  to    hold, 
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eousness,and  Thee, 
to  cast  it    down. 
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D.S. — With  no  re-  serve 
For  iruth,and  right 
And  at  Thy  feet, 
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O   Je  -  sus   Christ.. 
Therefore  to    Thee. 
For  my  whole  life, 
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I  come,  I     come.  In  this  glad  morn    -    - 

I  come,  I    come.  "Just  as     I     am, 

I  come,  I     come.  And  for  Thy  sake 
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With  all  my    heart 
Lord  of  my    life, 
0  Mas-ter,  Lord, 
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I  come,  J  come. 
I  come,  I  come. 
L  come,  L   come. 


ing  of    the    day, 
young,  strong  and  free, 
to  win    re  -  nown 


My  life  to    give, 

To   be  the   best 

And  then  to    take 


my  vows  to    pay. 
that  I    can    be. 
my  vic-tor's  crown. 
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No.  36. 


PBATER   AND    PKAISB. 

My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


RAY   PALMER. 


LOWELL  MASON. 


1.  My  faith  looks  ap  bo  Thee,Thou  Lamb  of  Calva-ry;  Sav-  ior  di-  vine,  Now  h 

2.  May  Thy  rich  main-]  ;  As  Thou  hast 
*    While  life's  dark  n                                   ind  me  Bpread,  Be  Thou  my  guide,  Bid  darkness 

im.When  death's  eold,  sullen  stream  Snail  o'er  me  roll,  Blest  Savior! 
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while  I  pray;  Take  all  my  guilt  a-way;  0,   letme,from  this  day,Be  whol-  ly  Thine, 
died  for  me.  Oh !  may  my  love  to  Thee,Pure,warm  and  changeless  be,  A    liv  -  ing  fire, 
turn  to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a  way, Nor  let  me  ev-er  stray  From  Thee  a-  side, 
then.in  love.Fear  and  distress  remove; Oh!  bear  me  safe  above,  A  ransom'd  soul. 
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No.  37. 


Revive  Us  Again. 


WM.   PATON    MACKAY. 


HUSBAND. 
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1.  We  praise  Thee,0  God !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love,    For      Je  -  sus  who  died,  and  is 

2.  Wre  praise  Thee,0  God!  for  Thy  Spir-it     of  light,WTho  has  shown  us  our  Sav-ior  and 

3.  All  glo-  ry  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,Who  has  borne  all  our  sins, and  has 

4.  A"  i  the  God  of     all  grace, Who  has  bought  us,  and  Bought  us,  and 

5.  Re-vive  us     a  -gain;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love;  May  each  son  in-dledwith 
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No.  38. 


PRAYEB  AND   PEAISE. 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  Wilt. 


BENJAMIN  SCHMOLKE. 
Tr.  by  Miss  J.  BORTHWICK. 


Arr.  from  CARL  MARiA  WEBER, 
By  J.   P.   HOLBROOK. 
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1.  My    Je  -  sus,  as  Thou  wilt:    0,    may    Thy  will  be  mine,    In  -  to      Thy 

2.  My    Je  -^sus,  as  Thou  wilt:  Tho' seen  thro' many  a  tear,    Let    not     my 

3.  My    Je  -*sus,  as  Thou  wilt:  All   shall    be  well  with  me,  Each  chang-ing 
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hand  of  love    I    would  my    all    re  -  sign.    Thro'  sor  -  row  or 
star  of  hope  Grow  dim  or      dis  -  ap  -  pear.    Since  Thou  on  earth 
f  u-  ture  scene  I      glad-  ly    trust  with    Thee.  Straight  to     my  home 
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thro' joy, 
hast  wept 

a  -  bove, 
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Con-duct  me  as  Thine  own,  And  help  me  still  to  say,"My  Lord,Thy  will  be  done." 

And  sor-row'd  of  t  a- lone,  If     I  must  weep  with  Thee"MyLord,Thy  will  be  done." 

I    trav-  el  calm-  ly  on,    And  sing  in  life  or  death,"My  Lord,Thy  will  be  done." 
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No.  39. 


The  Bread  of  Life. 


M.  A.  LATHBURY. 


WM.  F.  SHERWIN. 


1.  Break  Thou  the  bread  of  lif  e,Dear  Lord,to  me,  As  Thou  didst  break  the  loam  Beside  the  sea; 

2.  Bless  Thou  the  truth.dear  Lord,  To  me,  to  me,  As  Thou  didst  break  the  bread  By  Gal-  i  -  lee; 
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J.  G.  WHITTIE! 


PRAYER    AND    PRAISE. 

Thy  Will  Be  Done. 


COPvniGNT,  1392,  ei  C.  C    Cune. 


E.   MAUDE  CLINE. 
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1.  We    see 

2.  The  flesh 

3.  We  take 

4.  And    if, 

5.  Strike.Thou 


not,  know     not,    all        our   way, —  Is   night,   with  Thee     a- 

may  fail,      the  heart     may  faint,    But   who      are  we       to 

with  sol  -   emn  thank  -  i'ul  -  ness      Our    bur  -  den  up,     nor 

in     our        un- worth  -  i  -  ness,    Thy    sac  -    ri  -  fie  -   ial 

the   Mas  -   ter,    we       Thy  keys,    The     an  -  them  of       the 
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to  plead,  in  times  like  these,  The    weakness 
it     joy    that    ev  -  en      we     May    sui  -  fer, 
Thy     or  -  deal's  heat-  ed     bars     Our     feet  are 
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love      of    ease? 
wait     for  Thee,  "\ 
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Thy    will 
Thy    will 
iVhose  will 
Thy    will 
Thy    will 

be   done! 
be    done! 
be    done! 
be    done! 
be    done! 

1   „    ,     1      ■■ 

^):r~^ — *- 

1* ^~ 

i  • 

—&— 

W' — ! — 

-H 

-  &-•- 

9      4 

-4H-- 

/     p — t — 

+ * 

4— 

-£?- 

V&             0 

—&--- 

&            0 

-4--- 

u-iL-p i_ 

^ P- 

29"  • 

1 

-+— 

1— 

LsHr- 

^r^ 

4— 

1-" 

Lzs)^-^ 

The  Bread  of  Life. 
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Beyond  the  sacred  page  I  seek  Thee,Lord ; My  spirit  pants  for  Thee,0  liv-ing  Word! 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease,All  fetters  fall;  And  I  shall  find  my  peace,My  all-in-  all! 
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No.  41. 


PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 

Eventide. 


H.   F.   LYTE. 


W.  H.  MONK. 


I  ■  I 

1.  A-bide  with  me!  Fast  falls  the  eventide;  The  darkness  deepens-Lord,with  me  abide! 

2.  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ;  Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away; 

3.  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word,  But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples,Lord, 

4.  Come  not  in  ter-rors,  as  the  King  of  kings !  But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings; 
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When  oth-er  helpers  f ail, and  comforts  flee,Help  of  the  helpless,0 
Change  and  de-cay  in     all    around  I    see;    0  Thou  who  changes*  not, 
Fa  -  mil-iar,  con-  de-scending,patient,free,-Coroe,not  to  sojourn,but 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  ev  -  'ry  plea;  Come,"Friend  of  sin-ners,"  and 
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a-bide 
a-bide 
a-bide 
a-bide 
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with  me! 
with  me! 
with  me! 
with  me! 
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No.  42. 


Abide  With  Me. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


L.  A.  BIDEZ. 
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5.  Thou  on  my  head  in  ear-  ly  youth  didst  smile.And  tho'  re-bel-lious  and  perverse  meanwhile, 

6.  I  need  Thy  presence  ev-'ry  passing  hour;  What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  pow'r? 

7.  I  fear  no  f oe,with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ;  Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness. 

8.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes;  Shine  thro'  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies; 


JSl. 
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Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as   I  left  Thee.  On  to  the  close,0  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me ! 

Who,  like  Thyself , my  guide  and  stay  can  be?  Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me! 

Where  is  death's  sting?  where,grave,thy  vic-to-ry?    I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  a  -  bide  with  me ! 

Heav'n's  rooming  breaks,and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee;  In  life,  in  death, 0  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me! 
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Morning  INoon  and  Night. 


Words  and  Melody  by 
FRANK   L.    CRAFFT. 


WORP3   AND    M 
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the  sun      at  morn  ia     ria  -  ing,  Spreading  gleams  of  golden  light,  Then  in 

2.  When  the  noon-day  sun     is    beaming,  While  we  rest  ourselves  a-while,    We  are 

3.  When  the  day     of  toil    is     end- ed,  And  the  eve    has  come  at  last,     Ourde- 
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pray  r  I  rise  and  thank  Thee  For  Thy  watchcare  thro'  the  night.  Calm  and  peaceful 
con-scious  and  still  joy-ful  That  we  bask  beneath  Thy  smile.  As  our  jour  -  ney 
vu  -  tion  we  still  give  Thee,  For  Thy  guid-ance  in    the  past.    As  we  gen  -  tly 
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was    my  slumber,    In    Thy  care  my  soul  was  sta/d;  Thou  hast  granted  without 

we     con-tin- ue,    May  we  faint  not  by  the  way,     But  with  pa-tience  tread  the 

Then  a- gain    at  morn  we'll 
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press  the  pil-  low,  Grant  Thy  presence  thro'  the  night;   Tin 
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number  Tranquil  hours  for  which  I  pray Vl/. 

pathway  T'ward  the  gates  of  endless  day.    |>Day  by  day  help  me  to  be,     Trusting 

thank  Thee  For  the  dawn  of  morning  light.  J  Darby  day  help      me  to  be, 
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a- lone  to  Thee.  When  I  lean  upon  Thine  arnv>\  ho  is  there  to  do  me  harm? 

i"  •!>)  me  barm! 


lone  to  Thee. 
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Crater  and  praise. 

What  Wondrous  Love. 


Arranged. 
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1.  What  won-drous 

2.  When    I       was 

3.  Ye   wing  -  ed 

4.  To    God      and 
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love      is       this,      0       my    soul, 

sink  -  ing    down,    Sink  -  ing  down, 

ser  -  aphs,    fly!      Bear   the  news, 

to      the    Lamb      I       will  sing, 
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0  my    soul?  What 
sink-ing  down,  When 
bear  the  news!    Ye 
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won-drous  love  is    this,  0     my  soul?    What  won-drous  love  is    this 

I    was    sink-ing  down,  Sink-ing  down,  When    I    was    sink-ing  down 

wing-ed     ser- aphs,  fly!  Bear  the  news!      Yewing^-ed    ser-aphs,  fly 

God  and    to    the  Lamb  I     will  sing,      To    God  and    to    the  Lamb, 
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bear  the  dread-ful  curse  For   my 

laid    a  -  side  His  crown  For  my 

vast    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  With  the 

mill-ions  join  the  theme  I    will 
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That  caused  the  Lord   cf    bliss 
Be  -  neath  God's  righteous  frown,  Christ 

Like      com  -  ets  thro'  the    sky,      Fill 
Un    -    to      the  great  I      Am,    While 
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soul,      for    my    soul?      To       bear  the  dread-ful    curse  For    my    soul? 

soul,      for    my    soul,    Christ    laid    a  -  side  His   crown  For    my    soul, 

news,    with  the    news,    Fill      vast    e  -  ter  -  ni    -  ty  With  the  news! 

sing,        I     will    sing,   While    mill-ions  join   the   theme  I     will  sing! 
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5  Come  friends  of  Zion's  King, join  the  praise, 
Come  friends  of  Zion's  King, 
With  hearts  and  voices  sing, 
And  strike   each   tuneful  string  in  His 
praise! 


G  Thus  while  from  death  we're  free  we'll 
sing  on! 
Thus  while  from  death  we're  free, 
We'll  sing  and  joyful  be 
And  in  eternity  we'll  sing  on! 


EXHORTATION 

AND  ADMONITION 


"Teaching  and  admonishing  one  another  in  psalms  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  Bongs,  singing 
with  |  :  I  your  hearts  to  the  Lord.    Col.  3:  lti. 
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AI!  Praise  to  Jesus. 


MARTIN   LUTHER. 


COPYRIGHT,   1892,  BY  C.  C.  ClINE. 


E.   MAUDE  CLINE. 


i 

1.  All  praise  to    Je  -  sus'   hal  -  lo\v\l  name,  Who  of    vir  -  gin  pure     be-eame 

2.  The    ev  -  er-last-ing    Fa-ther'sSon     For  a   man-ger  leaves  His  throne; 

3.  The   Fa-ther's  Son,  God    ev  -    er    blest,    In  the  world  be  -  came     a  guest; 

4.  All    this   He    did    to    show  His    grace  To  our  poor  and  sin  -  ful   race; 


>*t  I   it 


T* 


» 


4*.  #.   a.   jg*.:  m. 

-  -h= a *- — . — i— - — 0- 


---  = 


I 


1— 

Im-man-u  -   el!  The    an  -  gels  sing,  As    the  glad  news  to  ea-th  they  bring. 
Themight-y    God,  th'e-ter-  Bath  cloth'd Himself  in  flesh    and  blood. 

He  leads  us  from  this  vale   of  tears,  And  makes  us    in    His  king  -  dom  heirs. 
For  this  let  Chris-ten- dom    a  -  dore,  And  praise  His  name  for  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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Hal-  le  -  iu  -  jah !  Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah !  All      prais-es  to  the  King  of  kings, 

Hal-  le  -  In  -  Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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Hal-le-  lu  -  jah!  Hal-le-lu  -  jah!  0      praise  Him  ev  -  er 

Hal-le-lu  Hal-le -lu- jah! 
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No.  46. 


EXHORTATION    AND    ADMONITION 

Did  You. Think  to  Pray? 


Mrs.   M.  A.   KIDDER. 


W.  O.   PERKINS. 


i 

1.  Ere  you  left  your  room  this  morning,  Did  you  think  to  pray?  In    the  name  of 

2.  When  you  met.with  great  temp-ta-tion,  Did  you  think  to  pray?  By    His  dy-ing 

3.  When  your  heart  was  filled  with  an  -  ger,    Did  you  think  to  pray?  Did  you  plead  for 

4.  When  sore  trials  came  up -on    you,     Did  you  think  to  pray?  When  your  soul  was 
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Christ, our  Sav -  ior,     Did   you  sue  for  lov-ing  f a  -  vor,     As      a  shield  to-day? 
love  and  mer  -  it,      Did    you  claim  the  Ho-ly  Spir  -  it        As  your  guide  and  stay? 
grace,my  broth-er,    That  you  might  forgive  an-oth  -  er    Who  had  eross'd  your  way? 
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bow'd  in   sor  -  row,  Balm  of  Gil-ead  did  you  bor  -  row 

-0-    ■&■   -i&-         _  -0-  *  ■#-   ■£-    -0- 


At    the  gates  of  dr 


-t- 


v-^j— v— y— v- 


& 


■y 


4= 


?=ac 


r    T       \    ■  ]/  \      y 

D.  S. — So  when  life  seems  dark  and  dreary,  Don  t  forget  to  pray. 
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Chorus. 


D.S. 


Oh,  how  praying  rests  the  wea 
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No.  47. 


Goronation. 


E.   PERRONET. 


C.  HOLDEN. 
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1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of  Je-sus'  namelLet  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  roy-al    di  -  a-  dem, 

2.  Crown  Him,yon  martyrs  of  our  God,Who  from  His  al-tar  call;  Bx-tol  the  Itemof   Jessi     rod, 

3.  You  gentile  sinners, ne'er  forget  The  wormwood  and  the  gall;  Go,spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
1.  Let  ev'ry  kindred,ev'ry  tribe,On  this  terrestrial  ball,  To  Him  all  maj-es  - tj   ascribe, 


No.  48. 


TO   PKAVEl;    AND    PRAISE. 

What  a  friend. 


Anon. 


C.   C.  CONVERSE. 
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1.  What      a  friend  we  have    in      Je  -  md  griefs  to  bear! 

2.  Have     we    tri  -  als  and  temp-ta  -  tions?     Is  there  trouble     a-  ny- where? 

3.  Are     we  weak  and  heav-y  -   la  -  den,    Cumbered  with  a  load  of    care? 
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What      a     pnv  -  i  -  lege    to     car  -   ry        Ev  -  'ry-thing  to  God  in  pray'r! 

A  e  should  nev-er    be     dis  -  cour  -  aged,   Take     it     to    the  Lord  in  pray'r! 

Pre  -  cious  Sav-  ior,  still  our     ref  -  uge  —  Take     it    to    the  Lord  in  pray'r! 
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D.S.-.V//    be-causewe   do    not    car  -  ry      Ev -  'ry-thing  to  God  in  pray'r ! 

Je  -  sus knows our ev-  ry    weak-ness,   Take    it    to  the  Lord  in  pray'r! 

In     His  arms  He  11  take  and  shield  Thee,  Thou  wilt  find  a    so-  tare  there  ' 
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Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en  for  -  feit,  Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
Can  we  find  a  Friend  so  faith  -  ful,  Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Do     thy  friends  de-spise,  for  -  sake    thee?  Take    it     to    the  Lord  in  pray'r; 
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Coronation. 


And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all,  Brinjr  forth  the  royal    di  -  a-dem,  Ind  crown  Him  Lord  of  all 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all,  Ex-  tol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all' 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all,  Go^pread  jronr  trophies  at  Hi  i  Him  Lord  of  all' 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all,  To  Him  all  maj-es  -  ty  ascribe,And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all' 


No.  49. 


EXHORTATION   AND    ADMONITION. 

Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 


W.  W.  WALFORD. 


WM.   B.    BRADBURY. 


1.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,s\veet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  The  joy    I      feel,  the  bliss    I  share, 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  Thy  wings  shall  my  pe  -  ti  -  tion  bear 
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And  bids  me,    at     my    Father's  throne, Make  all   my  wants  and  wish- es  known; 
Of  those  whose  anxious  spir  -  its  burn  With  strong  de-sires  for   thy    re  -  turn. 
To    Him  whose  truth  and  faith-ful-ness    En- gage  the  wait- ing  soul   to  bless; 
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D.$.-?lnd  oft  es-caped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  re-turn,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r* 
slndglad'ly  take  my  sta-tion  there,  &nd  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
Fit  cast  on  Him  my    ev-'ry  care,  find  wait  for  thee,  sweet. hour  of  pray'r. 
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In  'sea -sons. of  dis- tress  and  grief  My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found  re -lief, 
With  such  I  has-  ten  to  the  place  Where  God,my  Sav  -  ior,  shows  His  face, 
And  since  He  bids   ma   seek  His  face,  Be  -  lieve  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace 
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No.  50. 

S.  MEDLEY. 


Ariel. 


LOWELL   MASON. 
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1.  0  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth,0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth.Which  in  my  Savior  shiae! 
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I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heav'nlv  strings,  j         |      ~*"it  [j 

And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings,  J  In  notes  almost  divine,  In  notes  almost  di- vine. 
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No.  51. 


TO   PRAYER   AND    PRAISE. 

The  Great  Physician. 


WM.    HUNTER 


Arr.  by  J.   H.  STOCKTON. 
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1.  The  great  Phy  -  si  -  cian  now    is    near,  The  sym-pa-thiz 

2.  His  name  dis-pela   my   guilt  and  fear,   No    oth  -  er  name 

3.  All    glo  -  ry     to     the     dy  -  ing  Lamb!    I     now    be-lieve 

4.  And  when   to  that  bright  world  a  -  bove,  We   rise    to     see 
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He  speaks 

Oh,  how 

I     love 

We'll  sing 


the  droop-ing  heart    to  cheer,   Oh,  hear  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus. 

my  soul    de-  lights    to    hear    The  pre-cious  name  of  Je  -  sus. 

the  bless  -  ed    Sav  -  ior's  name,    I    love    the  name  of  Je  -  sus. 

a- round  the  throne  of    love,    His  name,  the  name  of  Je  -  sus. 
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Sweet-e3t  name    on 
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tal  tongue, 
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sus,  bless  -  ed       Je  -  sus." 
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Ariel. 


2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine; 
I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  character  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne; 


In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 
Make  all  His  glories  known. 

4  Soon  the  delightful  day  will  come, 

When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  His  face; 
Then  with  my  Savior,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  bltst  eternity  I'll  spend, 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 


No.  52. 

FANNY  J.  CROSBY. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION. 

Blessed  Hour. 

COPYRIGHT,   1392,    BY  C.  C.  CLINE. 


E.   MAUDE  CLINE. 
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1.  'Tis  the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  when  our  hearts  low  -  ly     bend,  And  we 

2.  'Tis  the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  when  the   Sav  -  ior  draws  near,  With    a 

3.  'Tis  the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  when  the  tempt-ed   and     tried  To    the 

4.  At  the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  trust-ing  Him,  we     be  -  lieve  That  the 
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gath-er  to  Je  -  sus,  our  Sav  -  ior  and  Friend;  If  we  corne  to  Him  in 
ten  -  der  com -pas-  sion  His  chil  -  dren  to  hear;  When  He  tells  us  we  may 
Sav  -  ior  who  loves  them  their  sor  -  row  con  -  fide;  With  a  sym-  pa-thiz-  ing 
bless-ing  we're  need-ing  we'll  sure  -  ly     re  -  ceive;     In     the  full-ness  of  this 


£ 


m 


mn 


■K-gj*. 


i 


U- 


^ 


B 


I 


£?.. 


22: 


faith,  His  pro  -  tec  -  tion     to  share,  What  a 

cast  at  His  feet    ev  -  'ry  care,   What  a 

heart  He  re- moves  ev  -  'ry  care;   What  a 

trust  we  shall  lose    ev  -  'ry  care;   What  a 


balm  for  the  wea-ry! 

balm  for  the  wea-ry! 

balm  for  the  wea-ry! 

balm  for  the  wea-ry! 
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Oh,  how  sweet  to    be  there.    Bless-  ed 
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pray'r;  What  a   balm    for     the    wea 


ry!     Oh,  how  sweet  to     be  there. 


m 


-&- 


i 


fee 


*=£ 


-f i-tf  H  P 


H 


No.  53, 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY. 

TLlleciret  >. 


TO  PBATEB  AND  PRAISE. 

Ne  Nideth  My  Soul. 

Copyright,  1890,  Br  wm.  j.  Kirkpatrick. 


WM.  J.  KIRKPATRICK. 


1.  A  won-der-fnl  Sav-ior   is   Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  A  won  -  der-f  ul  Sav  -  ior  to 

2.  A  won-der-fnl  Say- ior   is    Je  -  susmyLord,  He  tak-ethmy  bur-den   a- 

3.  With  number.  >  each  moment  He  crowns,  And  filled  with  His  fullness  di- 

4.  When  clothed  in  His  brightness  transported  I  rise,  To  meet  Him  in  clouds  of  the 
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me,  He  hid  -  eth  my  soul     in    the  cleft    of    the  Rock,  Where  riv-ers    of 

way,  He  hold- eth  me    up,  and     I    shall  not    be  moved,  He  giv  -  eth  me 

vine,      I    sins    in  my   rap-ture,  0      glo  -  ry    to    God  For  such     a    Re- 

skv.  His  per -feet  sal  -  va  -  tion,  if  is  won-der  -  ful  love,  I'll  shout  with  the 
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pleas  -  ure     I       see.-^ 

str,en^hf    my    ^iHe    hid -eth    my  soul    in    the  cleft    of    the  Rock,  That 
Qeem  -  er     as  mine,  j 

mill-ions    on    high. 
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cov-ers  me  there  with  His    hand,  And  cov-ers  me  there  with  His 
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No.  54. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION. 

Sweeter  Than  All. 


Copyright,  1900,  by  J    Howard  Entwisle. 
Used  by  Permission. 


Rev.  JOHNSON  OATMAN,  Jt 


J.  HOWARD  ENTWISLE. 
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1.  Christ  wilF me  His    aid    af-ford,  Nev-er     to    fail,    nev  -  er     to    fail; 

2.  I     canfol-low    all  the  way,  Hear-ing  Him  call,  hear-ing  Him  call; 

3.  Tho*    a  ves  -  sel     I    may  be,    Bro  -  ken  and  small,  bro  -  ken  and  small, 

4.  When   I  reach  the  crys  -  tal  sea,  Voic-es   will   call,  voic-es   will   call; 
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While   I    find   my  pre-cious  Lord  Sweet-er  than  all,  sweet-er  than 

Find-ing  Him,  from  day    to    day,  Sweet-er  than  all,  sweet-er  than 

Yet  His  bless-ings  fall    on    me,  Sweet-er  than  all,  sweet-er  than 

But  my  Sav  -  ior's  voice  will  be     Sweet-er  than  all,  swee.t-er  than 


all. 
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Je-sus  is  now  and    ev-erwillbe,    Sweet-er  than  all    the  world  to  me, 
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Since    I  heard  His  lov  -  ing  call,  Sweet-er   than   all,   sweet-er   than   all. 
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No.  55. 


W.   F.    McCAULEY. 


TO   PRAYER   AND    PRAISE. 

0  Wondrous  Love. 


Per.  of  A.  F.  Myers.  Toledo,  O. 


A.  F.  MYERS. 


Moderate. 
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1.  0  wondrous  love,          0  love  di  -  vine,          For  I   am 

2.  The  load  of  guilt          no  one  could  bear,       But  Christ  tl 

3.  0,  let  us    love         and  praise  Him  more,     Thesto-ry 

His,           and  He  is 
eLord,      the  one  most 
old            tell  o'er  and 
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so  rich  and  free,  .  .  That  full-  est 
with  all  its  pains, .  .  And  end-less 
new  transports  send, .    .     His  wondrous 


§S 


par  -  don  brings  to  me, (now  brings  to  me).*! 

life        for  us  remains,(f or  us  remains).  >0  wondrous  love, 

love      will  have  no  end, (will  have  no  end).  J 
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thatfull-e&t  pardon  brings.now  brings  to  me. 
and  life  for   us      re-mains, for  ua       re-mains. 
His  love  will  have  no  end,  will  have  no  end. 
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shows,  .   .   .  Redeeming  us from  all  our  woes!  ....     C 

the  Father  shows,  Redeeming  us  from  all  our  woes! 
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vine so  full  and  free,  .  .  .  That  saves  th  evil  -  est,ev-en    me, 

O.lore  divint-,  m  full  and  free, 
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The  vil-est,ev-  en  me.yes,ev-en  me. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION. 


No.  56.      Tis  so  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  LOUISA    M.  R.  STEAD. 


WM.  J    KIRKPATRICK. 


£ 


tes 


-t 


% 


A 


EB 


% 


Pz4 


1.  'Tis    so  sweet  to  trust  in     Je  -  sus,  Just  to  take  Him   at    His  word; 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  trust  in     Je  -  sus,  Just  to  trust  His  cleansing  blood; 

3.  Yes,  'tis  sweet  to  trust  in     Je  -  sus,  Just  from  sin  and  self    to   cease; 

4.  I'm    so    glad    I  learned  to  trust  Thee,  Pre-cious  Je- sus,  Sav-ior,  Friend; 


—I — V 


J     J    +   £   +  : 


sm^i=Tjf 


m 


I 


&N; 


B 


*=^FS 


"^rr-*- 


Just  to  rest  up  -  on  His  prom-ise;  Just  to  know  "Thus  saith  the 
Just  in  sim  -  pie  faith  to  plunge  me  'Neath  the  heal  -  ing,  cleansing 
Just  from  Je  -  sus  sim  -  ply  tak  -  ing  Life,  and  rest,  and  joy  and 
And    I    know  that  Thou  art  with  me,  Wilt  be  with    me    to    the 


Lord." 

flood. 

peace. 

end. 
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Refrain. 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  how    I  trust  Him;  How  I've  prov'd  Him  o'er  and  o'er;    « 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  pre-cious  Je-sus!  Oh,  for  grace    to  trust  Him  more. 
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No.  57. 

H.   R     P. 


TO    PBAYEB    AND    PRAISE. 

Trusting  in  Jesus. 


H.   R.  PALMER. 


1.  Je-feus  will    nev-er,  n  a  thou  are  tempted,    0 

2.  Down  from  on   high  He  came  to  ithee;Left  His  bright  kingdom   to 

3.  Whattho'  the  dark-est  gloom  dot  id  thee;  Blighting  in    the 
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turn  un-to      Him;    Sin-ful  allurements  shall  conquer  thee  nev  -  er,    If  from  the 

suf-ferand    die;    Now  in  thy  weak-nesa  Heev-er  is  near  thee,  Smile  in   af- 

morn-ingof     life!      Je-sus,thy  Day-Star    is   ris-ing  to  cheer  thee,  He  will  dis- 
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Sav  -  ior      a   smile  thou  dost  win; 

flic  -  tion   for    Je  -  sua     is     nigh; 

perse  all     the  shad-uvrg    of  night, 


He  with  His  blood  has  wil-ling-ly 
He  by  His  pow'r  for  -  ev  -  er  will 
He    by     His  love    doth     ten  -  der  -  ly 


brought  thee,  Ev  -  er  His  strength  to  thy  weak-ness  will  k-nd:  Je-sus  will 
shield  thee,  And  with  thy  sor  -  row  sweet  comfort  will  blend:  Je-sus  will 
draw  thee,  Mer-cy    and    grace  He    will  sure-ly      ex  -  tend:       Je-sus  will 


p^fy     SZZg^ES  \H  =ra  %    g_Jj 


t 


Je—0—*z 


V  4  '   *L1: 


9 


nev  -  er,  nev  -  er    for-sake  thee,  Trust  in  II im   al  -  way,  H>/s  ev-  er  thy  Friend. 
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No.  58. 


EXHOBTATION    AND   ADMONITION. 

I'm  Satisfied  with  Jesus. 


W.   E.  CATLIN. 
Chorus  by  B.   BOOTH. 


Used  by  permission, 


Melody  by  WM.  A.    HUNTLEY. 
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1.  I've  found  the  Pearl  of  greatest  price, 

2.  He     is      so  precious  now  to  me, 

3.  The  sun  can  nev  -  er  shine  so  fair, 
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More  precious  far  than  gold; 
The  fair -est  of  the  fair; 
He's  brighter  than  the    day, 
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Cho. —  I'm  sat-  is-  ficd  with  Jesus  here,       He's  ev-'ry -thing  to   me; 


with  Jesus  here, 


He's  everything  to  me; 
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No    jew  -  el  has  been  found  so  bright, 
There's  not   a  thing  in  heav'n  or  earth 
His  presence  fills  my  heart  with  joy, 
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His  wealth  can  ne'er  be  told; 

That   can  with  Him  compare; 

And  drives  all  care    a -way.  s  k,  N  1 
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His    dy-ing  love  has  won  my  heart,       And  now  He  sets  me  free. 

has  won  ray  heart,  He  sets  me  free. 
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The    rose       of    Shar- on  bright  and  pure,    The      fair  -  est  from     a  -  bove, 

He's    pow  -  er,    glo  -ry,  and    has  wealth,  He       did     re  -  demp-tion  bring; 

To    know     He     is    my  dear  -  est  friend,    My     pres  -  ent    help     in    need, 
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No  earth  -  ly  jew  -  el  is  so  fair,  He's 
My  Friend,  my  Corn-fort -er,  my  Guide,  My 
Is       all     my  heart  could  wish  for  here,    'Tis 


God's  own  gift  of  love. 
Sav  -  ior  and  my  King, 
hap  -  pi  -  ness      in  -  deed. 
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No.  59.     !  Know  that  my  Redeemer  Liveth. 


JESSIE   H.   BROWN. 


Coptrioht,   1393,   by  Fillmore  Dros. 
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1.  I   know  that  my  Re-deem-er  liv  -  eth,  And  on  the  earth  Id  shall 

1.  I    know  His  promise  nev-<  ,  The  word  He  speaks,  it  ran  not 

3.1   know  my  mansion  He  pre- par-eth,  That  where  B  there  I  may 
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stand;                        I     know  e  -  ter-nal  life  He     giv  -    eth,  That  grace  and 

die;                      Tho'  era  -  el  death  my  flesh  as  -  sail  -   eth,  Yet  I    shall 

be;                         0  wondrous  tho't, for  me  He      car  -   eth,  And  He    at 
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I  know,  I     know  that  Je-sus 

I  know,  I  know. 
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liv  -eth,   And  on  the      earth  a-gain  shall  stand;        I  know,  I 

And  on   the  earth, 
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know  that  life  He  giv-eth,  That  grace  and  pow^  are  in  His  hand. 

1  know, I  !,: 
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No.  60. 


F.  M. 

With  spirit. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION. 

Laud  Nim  and  Praise  Him. 

COPYRIGHT,   1897,   BY  A.   F.   MYERS,   TOLEDO,  O. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 
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1.  Soul,  have  you  heard  Him,  bless-ed    Re-deem  -  er,    Tell-ing   His  mes-sage, 

2.  Glad-ly    He   wel-comes  ev  - 'ry    one  burdened;  Come  with  your  tri- als, 

3.  See  how  the    bil  -  lows  cease  an  -  gry  roll  -  ing!    Lo,  how  the  tempests 
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sto-ry  of  love,  Won-der-fui  jour-ney  here  to  re- deem  us,  won-der-ful 
come  with  your  care;  Lay  down  your  sorrows — Je-  sus  will  help  you,  won-der-  ful 
haste  to     o  -  bey;  Thus  may  His  pow  -  er    res- cue  the  fall  -  en,  wonder- ful 
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Sav  -  ior,   all    bur-dens    to    bear;  > 
Sav  -  ior,   to  save  you    to-  day;  J 
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deem -er;  Won-der-ful     is    the   Sav-iorand    Lord!  Blessed  Re-deem-er! 
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Laud  Him  and   praise  Him!  Won-der- ful   mer  -  cy!   Won-der-ful     word! 


No.  61. 


10    PKAVEK    AND    PRAISE. 

Alleluia!  Praise  the  Lord! 


Mrs.  R.  N.  TURNER 
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1.  Har  id-ings  ring! 

2.  Thro  >v'n  on  high, 

3.  Vain  were  all   thepo 

He    laid  Him  down, 
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Al  -  le  -  lu 
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Al-  le  -  la  -  ia!  Sons  of 

Al-  le  -  lu  -  ia!  Kings  the 

Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia !  Nought  a- 

Al-le  -  lu  -  ia!  But    as 
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earth,  a  -  rise  and  sing!     Al  -  le 

an-them    of    the    sky,     Al  -  le 

vailed  to  stay  His  breath,  Al  -  le 

God  He  claimed  His  crown,  Al  -  le  • 
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lu-  ia!  Praise  the  Lord! 
lu-  ia!  Praise  the  Lord! 
lu  -  ia!  Praise  the  Lord! 
lu  -  ia!  Praise  the  Lord! 
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Lo!  what  means  the 
Let      its  glo  -  rious 
Like      a  mor  -  tal 
Sons     of  men,    a- 
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glo-rious  strain,  Ringing  clear  its  loud   re  -  frain?  Sons  of  earth,  a-wake,  a  -  wake! 
echoes  sound,  Thro'  the  whole  glad  earth  around,  For  the  Lord  whose  praise  we  sing 
man  He  lay,     In  the  tomb  at  close  of    day,    But  He  burst  at  last  the  chain 
wake  and  sing!  Glo- ry  to    the  conq'ring  King!  Ev  -  er-last-ing  praise  be  giv,n 
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An-gel  hosts  the  tidings  break  !> 

Is  our  own  e    ter  -  nal  King!  1  ,      _ 

And  came  forth  to  life  a -gam!  J  J  ° 

To  the  Lord  of  earth  and  Heav'n. 
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Al-le-lu-  ia!  He  hath  ris'n,  a-  wake  and  sing!  Al-le-lu-ia!  Praise  the  Lord! 
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EXHORTATION   AND    ADMONITION. 

No.  62.  I'm  Glad  S  Bear  his  Name. 


COPYRIGHT,     MOM,    DY  THE    RUCBUEH-KlEFER  CO. 

Useo  a-,  Permission. 


Rev.  JOHNSON  OAT  MAN,   Jr. 

HOWARD  E.  SMITh. 
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1.    To    pay  .  the  debt  for    A-  dam's  race 

The  bless 

-  ed    Sav  -  ior  came; 

2.    Al  -  tho'     up  -  on    the  rug  -  ged  tree, 

He  bore 

a  death  of  shame, 

3.    To    try      to    hon  -  or  Christ  my  Lord 

Is    now 

my  great- est    aim; 

4.  His  life,   His  death,  His  tears,  His  cross, 

I     em  - 

u  -  late    and  claim; 

5.  And  when     I    sing   the  new,  new  song, 

I  know  ' 

twill  be     the  same; 
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And  since  I've  tast  -  ed     of    His  grace,  I'm  glad 

Yet  since   He  died   to    ran-som    me,  I'm  glad 

For  since  His  mer-cy     I      im-plored,  I'm  glad 

Thro' good    or     ill,  thro' gain  or     loss,  Fm  glad 

For     1      shall  tell  that  heav'n-ly  throng  How  once 


I  bear 

I  bear 

I  bear 

I  bear 

I  bore 


His  name. 

His  name. 

His  name. 

His  name. 

His  name. 


s& 


T&. 


t- 


m 


Chorus. 


EEsE3 


-I !- 


7l 


.\*L 


;£±S=£ 


i^i 


I'm     glad  .  .  .  I'm  call'd  a  Christian,      My  soul    is 

I'm  glad 
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all    a- flame;         For 
all     a- flame; 
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since  .  .  .  .     I    found  my  Sav  -  ior,      I'm   glad    I  bear  His    name. 

His  name. 
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TO   A   CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

No.  63.  Must  Jesus  Bear  the  Gross? 


THOS.  SHEPHERD. 
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1.  Must  Jo  -  bus  bear  the  cross    a  -   lone,   And    all    the  world  go    free? 

2.  The  con -se-crat-ed  cross  I'll    bear,  Till  death  shall  set    me    free; 

3.  Up-  on     the  crys-tal  pave-ment,  down    At     Je  -  sus'pierc-ed    feet, 

4.  0     pre-cious  cross!  0      glo - rious  crown,  0     res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  day! 
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No,  there's  a  cross  for    ev  -  'ry      one,    And  there's  a  cross  for    me. 
And  then    go  home,  my  crown  to     wear,  For  there's  a  crown  for    me. 
With  joy    I'll  cast   my  gold  -  en    crown,  And   His  dear  name  re  -  peat. 
Ye     an  -  gels  from  the  stars  come  down  And  bear  my  soul     a  -   way. 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


JOHN   FAWCETT. 
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1.  Blest    be       the 

2.  Be  -   fore    our 

3.  We      share  our 

4.  When   we        a    - 

tie     that    binds 
Fa  -  ther's  throne 
mu  -  tual    woes; 
sun  -  der     part, 
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The  fel  -  low  -  ship      of  kin  -  dred  minds    Is     like    to 

Our  fears,  our    hopes,  our  aims    are  one,     Our  corn-forts 

And  oft  -  en     for     each  oth  -   er  flows   The  sym  -  pa  - 

But  we     shall    still      be  joined  in  heart,  And  hope    to 
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No.  65. 

W.  H.  CLARK 


EXHORTATION    AND    ADMONITION 

Blessed  Be  the  Name. 


Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 


1.  All  praise  to  Him 

2.  Re-deem  -er,  Sav  • 

3.  His  name  shall  be 

4.  Then  shall  we  know 
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who  reigns  a-bove;     In      ma-jes-ty     su-preme; 

ior,  Friend  of  man,  Once    in  -  inert   by     the     fall, 

the  Coun-sel  -  lor,    The  might -y  Prince  of  peace, 
as       we  are  known,  And      in  that  world  a  -  bove 
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Who  gave  His  Son  for  man  to  die,  That  He  might  man  re  -  deem. 
Thou   hast    de-vised  sal    -  va-tion's  plan,  For    Thou  hast  died  for     all. 

Of       all  earth's  kingdom's  Con-quer-or,  Whose  name  shall  nev  -  er    cease. 

For  -  ev  -  er  sing  a  -  round  the  throne  His  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  love. 
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Bless-ed  be  the  name,Blessed  be  the  name,Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord; 
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Bless-ed  be  the  name.Blessed  be  the  name.Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord 
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No.  66. 

ISAAC  WATTS. 


The  Lord  is  My  Shepherd, 
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1.  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is;  I      shall 

2.  He  leads        me  to  the    place  Where  heav 

3.  If    e'er           I    go    a  -  stray,  He   doth 

4.  While  He           af-fords  His  aid,  I       can 
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be  well  sup-plied;  Since 
'nly  pasture  grows,  Where 

my  soul  re  -claim,  And 
not  yield  to    fear;      Tho' 
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TO  A  OH]  .!  IT,. 

What  Gan  I  Do  for  Jesus? 

COPYRIGHT.    1892,  BY   C.  C.   CUNE. 
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1.  What  can      I        do       for      Je  -  sus, 

2.  'Tis   thus    I'll     serve   my     Sav  -  lor 

3.  What-ev  -    er    Christ  doth    bid      me, 


done    so    much    for     me? 
By     walk  -  ing       in       Hifi 
That   glad  -  ly      will      I       do; 
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How  can  I  tru  -  ly  serve  Him  now,  Whose  grace  has  set  me  free? 
And  now  I  will  de  -  vote  to  Him  The  rem-nant  of  my  days; 
And  where  His  guid -ing    hand  doth  lead,    I      cheer-ful  -  ly      will       go; 
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and       so       sin  -   ful,       So    apt       to       go        a-  stray; 
heart     I'll      love     Him,    And  read     His     bless  -  ed    Word, 
do      for      Je   -  sus —    I     can      do      nbtb  -  ing    more — 
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I  do  but  fol  -  low  Him,  His  meek  and  low  -  ly  way! 
low  Him  in  faith  and  truth,  And  thus  I'll  serve  the  Lord. 
He   thus  ac  -  cept   me  when    I      reach  the  heav'n-  ly    shore? 
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The  Lord  is  My  Shepherd. 
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He  is  .  .'."hat  can  I  want  be  -  side?  What  can  I  want  be-side? 

liv-ing  waters gen-tly  pass,Andfull  salvation  flows.  And  full  sal-va-tion flows, 
guides  me  in  His  own  right  way,  For  His  most  ho-ly  name,  For  His  most  ho-ly  name. 
I  should  walk  thro'  death's  d  irk  shade,  I!  [y  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 


8  '  ' 


gfff^r  S 


V-*'    ^        -- 


'* 


J-+ 


& 


I 
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EXHOKTATION   AND    ADMONITION 

Count  Your  Blessings. 


Rev.  J.   OATMAN, 
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1.  When  up-on  life's  billows  you  are  tem-pest  toss'd,Whenyou  are  discourag'd,thinking 

2.  Are  you  ev-er  burden'd  with  a  load  of    care?  Does  the  cross  seem  heavy  you  are 

3.  When  you  look  at  others  with  their  lands  and  gold,Tliink  that  Christ  has  promis'dyou  His 

4.  So,   a-mid  the  conflict,whether  great  or  small,    Do  not  be  discourag'd,God  is 
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all     is     lost,Count  your  many  blessings,name  them  one  by  one,  And  it  will  sur  - 
call'd  to  bear?  Count  your  many  blessings,ev-'ry  doubt  will    fly,    And  you  will  be 
wealth  un  -  told,Count  your  many  blessings,money  can-  not    buy  Your  reward  in 
o-  ver     all,  Count  your  many  blessings,angels  will   at-  tend,  Help  and  comfort 
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prise  you,what  the  Lord  hath  done.-*. 
fi&££XE.  M|k.  [Count    yourblessings.Namethemone  by 

give  you  to  your  journey's    end.  '  Count  your  many  blessings,  Name  them  one  by 
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one,  Count  your  blessings,  See  what  God      hath      done,  Count  your 

one,     Count  your  many    bless-ings,  See  what  God  hath  done,  Countyour  many 
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TO   A    0HBI8TIAN   LIFE. 

Gount  Your  Blessings. 
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.  Name  them  one  by  one,Connt  your  many  .  5ee  what  God  hath  done. 


Mo.  69. 

JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


The  Shepherds  Gare. 
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1.  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare,    And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care;    His 

2.  When  in  the  sul-try  glebe  I  faint,      Or    on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant,     To 

3.  Tho'     in    a  bare  and  rugged  way,     Thro'  devious,  lonely  wilds  I     stray,    His 

4.  Tho'     in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread,  With  gloomy  horrors  o  -  ver  -  spread,  My 

The  Lord  my  pas    -     tare    shall  prepare.  And  feed  me  with  a    shephc 
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presence  shall  my  wants  supply,  And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye;    My     noon- 

fer-tile  vales  and  dewy  meads     My  weary ,wand'ring  steps  He  1  re  peace- 

bounty  shall  my  pains  be-guile;  The  bar-ren  wil-der-ness  shall  smile,  With  live- 
steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill,    For  Thou,  0  Lord!  art  with  me   still,  Thy    friend- 

all       my      wante  supply,  My  noonday  walks 
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day  walks  He    shall 

ful  riv     -  ers,  soft 

ly  green  and  herb 

ly  crook  shall  give 

shall  attend,  And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend 
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at- tend,  And  all  my  mid    -     night    hours  de  -  fend. 

and  slow,    Amid  the  ver    -     dant     land-scape  flow. 

age  crowned,  And  streams  shall  murmur  all      a  -  round. 

me   aid,     And  guide  me  thro'   the      dis  -  mal  shade. 
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And  all  my  midnight  hours  de-fend. 
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EXHOKTATION   AND    ADMONITION 

More  Like  Jesus. 
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1.  More  like  Je-sus  would  I    be;    Let  my  Sav  -  ior  dwell  with  me,  Fill  my  soul  with 

2.  If    He  hears  the  raven's  cry,    If    His  ev  -  er  watchful  eye  Marks  the  sparrows 

3.  More  like  Je-sus  when   I  pray,More  like  Je  -  sus  day    by  day,  May  I    rest  me 
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peace  and  love,Make  me  gen-tle  as     a  dove.  More  like  Je-sus  while  I    go,      Pil-grim 

when  they  fall,  Sure-ly  He  will  hear  my  call.  He  will  teach  me  how  to  live,     All    my 

by  His  side,Where  the  tranquil  waters  glide.Born  again.thro' grace  renewed,By  His 
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in  this  world  be-low;  Poor  in  spir- it  would  I  be,  Let  my  Savior  dwell  in  me. 
sin-f ul  tho'ts  forgive,  Pure  in  heart  I  still  would  be — Let  my  Savior  dwell  in  me. 
love  my  will  subdued.  Rich  in  faith  I  still  would  be — Let  my  Savior  dwell  in  me. 
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No.  71. 


Purer  Yet  and  Purer. 


S.  J.  VAIL. 
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1.  Pur-eryetandpur-er     I  would  be  in  mind  ;Dearer  yet  and  dearer  Ev'rydu-ty  find; 

2.  Calmer  yet  and  calmer  Trial  bear  and  pain ;  Surer  yet  and  sur-er  Peace  at  last  to  gain ; 

3.  Higher  yet  and  higher,Out  of  clouds  and  ni<jht;  Nearer  yet  and  nearer  Rising  to  the  light. 
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No.  72. 


TO    A   CHRISTIAN    LIFE. 

More  About  Jesus. 


E.   E.   HEWITT. 


Bv  Per.  of  L.  E.  Sweney,  Executri 


jNO.   R.  SWENEY. 


1.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus  would   I  know,  More  of  His  grace  to    oth -era  show; 

2.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus    let  me  learn,  More  of  His    ho-  ly    will    dis-cern; 

3.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus      in  His  word,  Hold-ingcom-mun-ion  with  my  Lord; 

4.  More  a-bout  Je  -  sus     on  His  throne,Rich-es    in   glo  -  ry     all    His  own; 
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More  of  His  sav  -  ing  full-ness  see,  More  of  His  love  Who  died  for 
Spir-it  of  God,  my  teach-er  be,  Show-ingthe  things  of  Christ  to 
Hear-ing  His  voice  in  ev  -  'ry  line,  Mak  -ing  each  f  aith-f  ul  say  -  ing 
More  of  His  kingdom's  sure  in-crease,  More  of  His  com-ing,Princeof 


me. 
me. 
mine. 
Peace. 
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D.  S.— More  of  His  sav  -  ing  full-ness  see,  More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 


Refrain. 
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More,  more   a  -  bout  Je  -  sus,  More,  more  a  -  bout  Je  -  sus; 
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Purer  Yet  and  Purer. 


\)'  0  -9—0    01  &—&T0    0    0         \JZ—L.d    4    0    #  '  g*   ^  •     »*    # 


^0^ 


Hoping  still, and  trusting  God  without  afear,Patiently  beleiving  He  will  make  all  clear, 

Suff  ring  still.and  do-ing,To  His  will  resigned,  And  to  God  subduing  Hcart,and  wilhand  mind, 

Oft  these  earnest  longings  Swell  within  my  breast; Yet  their  inner  meaning  Ne'er  can  be  expressed 
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No.  73. 


EXHORTATION  AND  ADMONITION 

Jesus'  Arm  Sustains  Thee. 


Anon. 


Copyright,  MCM,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


Arr.  by  W.  H.  LEIB. 
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Je-sus'  arm  sus-tains  thee,  Peaceful  be,  peaceful  be,  When  a  hand  restrains  thee 
Hum-bly,  un-T;om-plain-ing,  In  His  hand,  in  His  hand,  Leave  what  ever  things  thou 
What-so-e'er  be  -  tid  -  eth.  Night  or  day,  night  or  day,  Know  His  love  provideth 
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Sure-ly      it      is      He;       Tho' the  world  sub  -  rais-sion  spurns  And  from  faith 
Canst  not    un  -  der  -  stand,    Ev  -  er    let    His .  wis-dom  guide,  E'er  in     His 
Ben  -  e  -  fits    al  -  way;     Ev  -  'ry  cross  He  bids  thee  take,  Bravely    bear 
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ful  -  ly  turns,  In  His  love  if  thou  a  -  bide,  He  will  be  thy  guide 
love  con  -  fide,  Faith-ful  hath  He  been  for  years,  Sham-ing  all  thy  fears, 
for  His    sake,  Hum-bly  bend  -  ing    to    His    will,  Trust  and  love  Him  still. 
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No.  74. 

ISAAC  WATTS. 


Mt.  Pis&ah. 


American   Melody. 
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1.  Am       I       a      sol  -  dier  of     the  cross,  A    fol  -  l'wer  of    the  Lamb? 

2.  Must     I      be    car  -  ried  to     the  skies  On  flow  -  'ry    beds  of  ease, 

3.  Are  there  no    foes  for  roe     to  face?  Must  I     not  stem  the  flood? 

4.  Sure     I    must  fight   if     I  would  reign ;  In-crease  my  cour- age, Lord! 

5.  Thy  saints,  in     all     this  glo-rious  war,  Shall  con-quer,  tho' they  die; 

6.  When  that    il  -  lus-trious  day  shall  rise,  And  all  Thine  ar  -  mies  shine, 
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TO    A    CHRISTIAN    LIFE. 

No.  75.      Bear  Ye  One  Another's  Burdens. 


MARGARETTE  W.  SNODGRASS. 


E.  L.   M. 


1.  Bear  ye  one     an-oth-er's  burdens.So  the  law  of  Christ  fulfill;  Burdens  weighing 

2.  Bless  your  comrade  on  life's  journey,  With  a  helping  word  or  smile;  It  will  brighten 

3.  Bearye  one     an-oth-er's  burdens, Whatsoe'er  those  burdens  be:  Burdens  sin  has 


down  with  sorrow,Cru>hins:  Vath  their  load  of  ill:  Oh.thesad  and  wea-ry-heart-ed!  Thou  wilt 

drear-y  plac-es,  It  will  shorten  many  a  mile:  If  you  meet  the  weak  and  f  ainting.Out  of 

brought  to  others,  Which  could  never  come  to  thee;Bear  them  patiently  and  bravely;  Thon  shalt 
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meet  them  ev'ry  day ;  Lift  the  burdens  that  oppress  them,Carry  them  a    lit-tle  way. 
your  abundance  give; Feed  the  famishing  around  you,  If  yourself  would  richly  live. 
not  lose  thy  reward,  As  in  beau-tv  thou  ful-fill-est  The  commandment  of  thv  Lord 
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Mt.  Pisgah. 
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And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 
While  oth  -  ers  fought  to     win  the  prize  And  sailed  thro'  blood-y      seas? 

Is     this  vile  world     a     friend  to  grace,  To    help    me     on     to      God? 

I'll  bear  the  toil,  en  -  dure  the  pain,  Sup  -  port  -  ed  by  Thy  word. 
They  see  the    tri  -  umph  f  rom  a  -  far,  With  Hope's  ex  -  nit  -  ing    eye. 

In  robes  of     vie  -  fry  thro'  the  skies,  The    glo  -  ry  shall  be     Thine. 
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EXHOKTATION    AND    ADMONITION 
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AARON  WILLIAMS. 
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1.  Oh,    for       a    faith  that  will    not  shrink,  Tho' press'd  by     ev  -  'ry     foe; 

2.  That  will     not  mur  -  mur    or     com-  plain      Be  -  neath  the  ehast'ning   rod, 

3.  A    faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear  When  tem- pests  rage  with -out; 

4.  Lord,  give    us   such      a    faith    as    this;     And  then,  what- e'er  may  come, 
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That  will    not  trem  -  ble     on      the  brink      Of      a  -  ny   earth  -  ly    woe. 

But,    in      the  hour    of   grief    or    pain,  Will  lean    up  -  on      its    God. 

That,  when   in     dan  -  ger,  knows  no    fear,  In    dark-ness,  feels    no   doubt! 

We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the    hal  -  low'd  bliss  Of     an       e  -  ter  -  nal  home. 
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I  Love  Thy  Kingdom. 


No.  77. 


TIMOTHY   DWIGHT. 
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1.  I  love  Thy  kingdom,Lord-The  house  of  Thine  a  -  bode,  The  church  our  blest  Re- 

2.  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall,  For  her  my  pray'rs  as-cend;   To  her  my  cares  and 

3.  Je-sus,Thou  Friend  divine,  Our  Sav-ior  and  our  King!  Thy  hand  from  ev-'ry 
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deem-er  sav'd  With  His  own  precious  blood.  I  love  Thy  church,0  God!  Her  walls  be- 
toils  be  giv'n,Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end.  Beyond  my  high-  est  joy  I  prize  her 
snare  and  foe  Shall  great  de-liv'rance  bring.  Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last,To  Zi  -  on 
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fore  Thee  stand  Dear  as  the  ap-ple  of  Thine  eye, And  grav-en  on  Thy  hand, 
heav'nly  ways,  Her  sweet  communion,solemn  vows,Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise, 
shall  be  giv'n     The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, And  brighter  bliss  of  heav'n. 
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No.  78. 


C.   R.   R. 


TO    A    CHRISTIAN     LIFE. 

Sweet  it  is  to  Know. 


C.   R.   REED. 
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1.  Sweet    it    is      to  know  that     Je  -  sus  loves  us  still,     If     we  but      o-bey  and 

2.  Now   the  Sav  -  ior  calls  us,    hear  His  voice  to-day,    Lis -ten  to    His  teach-ing, 

3.  Je  -  sus  died   to  save  us,     now    He  reigns  a-bove,  Ev  -  er  in  -  ter-ced  -  ing 


do    His  ho-  ly    will,      He   will  safe-  ly  guide   us       to    that  hap  -  py  land, 
lis  -  ten  and    o  -  bey.     Life   for  you  and  me     has      Je  -  sus  promised  free, 
with  un-bound-ed    love.   Bold- ly  then,  press  for-ward,    ev  -  er  faith-ful   be, 
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Where  we'll  dwell  for-ev  -  er,  with  the  an  -  gel  band."] 
Come  to  Him,  dearchil-dren,  ev  -  er  hap  -  py  be.     >  Sweet 
Seek     a  home   in  heav-en,   life    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly.    J  sweet    it 
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yes, 
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know,     ....     That  Je        -       sus  loves  us     still,  . 

Sweet      it      is        to  know,  That    Je  -  sus  loves,         yes,  Je   -sus 
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sure       -       ly   He  will  guide  us, 

He      will  guide,        yes.  Sure  -  ly    He      will  guitie  us, 
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Safe       from  ev 


No.  79. 


EXHORTATION  AND   ADMONITION 

Move  Forward. 


G.  W.  CROFTS. 


COPYRIGHT,    1886,    BY  D.    B.   TOWNER. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


D.   B.  TOWNER. 
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Move  forward!  val  -  iant  men  and  strong,  Ye  who  have  pray'd  and  la-bor'd  long; 
Move  forward!  each  and  ev  - 'ry  one,  The  gold  -  en  har-vest  is  be- gun; 
Move  forward!  reap-ing  as  you  move!  An- gels  are  watching  from  a-bove! 
Move  forward !  day  will  die  full  soon,  How  quick- ly    ev-'ning  fol- lows  noon; 
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The  time  has  come  for  you    to    rise,    For     lo!  the    sun  rolls  up    the  skies. 
Ye   reap-ers,  come  from  glen  and  glade  And  wield  the    sick-le's  glitt'ring  blade. 
A  -  round  are  wit-  ness  -  es      a    host,    A  -  rouse  ye    now  and  save  the  lost. 
Now  is    the  time  to  work  and  pray — Let    glo  -  ry  crown  the    dy  -  ing  day. 
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Move  for  -  ward,    move  for  -  ward,       All     a  -  long  the    line,  ....     Move 

Move  forward,        .        move  forward,  All       a -long    the    line,  move  forward, 
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for  -    ward,      move    for  -    ward,       The     light    be  -  gins      to      shine. 


move   for- ward, 
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move  forward, 
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No.  80. 


TO    A    CHRISTIAN    LIFE. 

Onward,  Ghristian  Soldiers. 


S.  B.  GOULD. 


A.  S.  SULLIVAN. 


iliU  \ 


1.  On-ward,Christian  sol  -  to  war;  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  bob 

2.  Like    a  might-;      ar  -  IhurchofGod;  ,we  are  tread-ing 

3.  Crowns  and  thrones  mayp  I  wane,Eut  the  Church  of  Je  -  sus 

4.  On-ward.then.ve     peo  -  pie,  Join  our  hap  -py  throng ;Blend  with  ours  your  voices 
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Go  -  ing  on     be  -  fore.  Christ,theroy-al      Mas -ter,  Leads  against  the     foe: 
Where  the  saints  have  tro  not  di  -  vid  -  ed,     "All  one  bod-y      we, 

Constant  will    re -main;  Gates  of  hell  can     nev  -  er  'Gainst  that  Church  prevail; 
In     the    tri-umph-song;  Glo-  ry.laud,  and  hon  -  or,       Un  -  to  Christ  the  King; 
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Chorus. 
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For-ward  in  -  to    bat  -  tie,      See,  His  ban-ners 
One    in    hope  and   doc  -  trine,  One    in   char  -  i  - 

We  have  Christ's  own  prom-ise,    And  that  can  -  not  fail 
This  thro' countless     a    -     ges,   Men  and     an -gels  sing 
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ward,Chris-tian 
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sol  -  diers,Marching  as  to    war,        With  the  cross  of  Je-sus  Going  on  be-fore. 

war,  With  the  cross       of  Je-sus 
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No.  81. 


A.  F.  M. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION 

Ever  Move  Forward. 

By  per.  of  A.  F.  Myers,  Toledo,  O. 
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1.  Go    ear  -  nest  -  ly       for  -  ward,  out 

2.  Search  on     till     you     find  them,   far 

3.  Be     loy  -   al      and    faith  -  ful,     be 
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in  -  to      the    high- ways,  Per- 
o   -  ver     the    moun-  tain,  Search 
ear  -  nest    and  pray'r-ful;   Gird 


=£ 


mm 


1        *        * J r+ 


-ft ft- 

:i|zi=<t 


in3t 


^-^#--4 


s 


~« S 1 m 

—i ^ L#— —0 f- 


suad-ing  the  lost      to  come    in;  While  Je  -  uss    is    call- 

wide-ly    the  lands  far     a  -  way;       Haste,  bring  them  to     Je  - 

on  both  the    ar  -  mor  and     sword;     Re  -  mem  -  ber  His  prom- 


ing,  the 
sus,  He 
ise,  "My 
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spir  -  it      is     plead-ing,  "Go     gath-er    from   path- ways     of 
glad  -  ly    will    wel- come;  Haste,  bring  in      the     lost    ones      to- 
p-race  is    suf  -    fi-  cient,"  And  trust  in      His    pres  -  ence    and 


sin. 
day. 
word. 
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Chorus. 
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Ev  -  er  move    onward  and   for  -  ward,  Bear-  ing  the  news  of  sal  -  va  -  tion 
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Res  -  cu  -  ing  souls  for    the  Mas  -  ter,  Out    of  each  kin-  dred  and    na  -  tion, 
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No.  82. 


TO    A   CHRISTIAN   LIFE. 

Let  us  Arise. 
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f  0 

1.  Do  you  slumber  in  your  I  iaosol  -  dier.Whilethefoe    isspreading 

2.  Can  you  sleep  *U«bo«es  we  rent,  Christian  sol -dier?  Are  not  heav'ns  tnrn'd  to 

3.  Can  you  lin  -  gei  in  vour  tent.Christias  sol  -  diert    Sa-tan's smiling  o'er  your 

4.  Let    us  rise    in  ho-lywrath.ChristiansoI  -  dier,  Crush  the  e  -  vil'neath  the 
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woe  thro'  the  land?  Do    you  note  his  ris  -  ing  pow'r,Gro\ving  bold  -  er  ev  -  'ry 
hells    bv  hi  rk you  not  the  mother's  sigh?  Hear  you  not  the  chil-dren's 

i    -  die    de  -  lay:  Thousands  perish  while  you  wait,Whiie  you  counsel  and    de- 
heel     of  our  might!  Counting  cost.no  long  -  er  wait;  Forward,manhood  of    the 
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D.S.— Tho'  our  numbers  may be  feic,  God  will  lead  us  grandly 
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Fine.    Chorus. 
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hour?  Will  he    not  our  land  devour  while  you  stand? 

cry?  See  you    not  their  lov'd  ones 
bate;  Heed  you    not  their  aw-ful 
state !  For    in  God  your  strength  is  great 
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s  die  ev  -  'ry  hour?  I 
fate  as  they  stray?  | 
is  jn-eat  for  the  right. ^ 
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Let  us  a-rise!   all  u-nite ! 


ihro\  Tlnd  ovr  arms  with  st>  ength  endue  by  His  might. 
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Let  us  a-rise    in  our  might!  Lotus  a  t  forGodand  the  right, 
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No.  83. 


Dr.  E.  T.  CASSEL. 


EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION 

Loyally  to  Ghrist. 

COPYRIGHT,   1394,   BY  E.  O.  ExCELLa 

words  and  music. 

Used  by  Permission. 
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1.    Up- 


ip  -  on    the  west-ern  plain  There  comes  the  sig-nal  strain, 'Tis   loy  -  al«ty, 

2.  0    hear,  ye  brave,  the  sound  That  moves  the  world  a  -  round,  'Tis   loy  -  al  -  ty, 

3.  Come,  join  our    loy  -  al  throng,We'il  rout  the    gi  -  ant  wrong,  'Tis  loy  -  al  -  ty, 

4.  The  strength  of  youth  we  lay      At    Je  -  sus' f  eet  to-day,    'Tis  loy-al»ty, 
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loy 
loy. 
loy  • 
loy. 
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al  -  ty, 
al  -  ty, 
al  -  ty, 
al  -  ty, 

JE.   jg. 

4—4—       ■#>■ 


loy 
loy 
loy 
loy 


aq «n i_aa_z tf 

-#■     -0-     -&  • 

]r 

al  -  ty  to  Christ;  Its    mu  -  sic  rolls    a  -  long,  The  hills  take 
al-ty  to  Christ;  A  -  rise    to    dare  and   do,    Ring  out  the 
al  -  ty  to  Christ ;  Where  Satan's  ban-ners  float,  We'll  send  the 
al-ty  to  Christ; His  gos- pel  we'll  pro-claim,  Thro'out  the 
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D.  S. — move  at  His  command,  We  11 soon p^s- 


Fine. 


Chorus. 
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up  the  song,  Of  loy-  al-  ty,  loy-  al-  ty,Yes,loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ.^ 
watch-  word  true,Of  loy-  al-  ty,  loy-  al-  ty,Yes,loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ.  I  «n    .      .     .         . 

bu-  gle  note,  Of  loy-  al-  ty,  loy-  al-  ty,Yes,loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ.  J  Un  t0  V1C" t0"  1>l 
world's  do-main,  Of  loy-  al-  ty,  loy-  al-  ty,Yes,loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ. 
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sess  the  landtThr<? hy-al-ty, loy- al-ty,  Yes,loy-al-ty  to  Christ 
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On    to     vie  -  to  -  ry !"  Cries  our  great  Com-mand-er:  "On !"  . 
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great  Commander;  "tin!" 
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No.  84. 

F.  M.  D. 


TO    A    CHRISTIAN    L.1FE. 

In  His  Name. 


F.   M.  DAVIS. 


^3 


k  j       ft  n^=j .  „>    I  _i     N  _^|_tb — ^-^i 
*3P3   *.„*    •••'*       -•-••'    = J=3=J 


1.  In  His  name  go  we  forth  wag-ing  war  with  sin;    In  Sis  name,          In   His 

2.  In  His  name  go  we  forth  in  the   path  He   trod;  In  His  name,          In   His 

3.  In  His  name  go  we  f^rth  tho' by  f  •                   ■  I:  In  His  name,           In   His 

\  In  His  name, 
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name;  Tho'  the  bat  -  tie  be  long,we  shall  sure-ly   win,  In  His  name, 

name;  He   is  lead-ing  the  gath-er-ing hosts  of  God.  In  His  name, 

name:   When  the  warfare  is  o'er,  then  will  come  sweet  rest,  In  His  name, 

In  Hi;  name, 


In  His  name; 
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In  His  name;  Je-sus      is 

In  His  name;  We're  an     ar 

In  His  name;  We  will     let 

In  His  name; 
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.  our  Lead-er  strong;  And  with 

my  strong  and  grand;  For  the 

.  His  standard  wave;  While  we 
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we  march  a  -  long, 

we  take  our  stand 

His  pow'r  to  save, 


In  His 


name,   .     .  His  bless-ed 

In  His  name, 
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name,  Striving  ever  'gainst  the  w  rong,  In     His  name. 

And   we  mean  to  take  the  land,  In     His  name. 

Hi-  blessed  name,  Shout  His  vict'ry  o'er  the  grave,  In     His  name. 


No.  85. 


E.  E.   HEWITT. 


EXHORTATION   AND    ADMONITION 

Loyalty  to  the  Master. 

USED   BY   PER.  OF  WM.    J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Loy-al-ty    to    the  Mas-ter,    loy  -  al  -  ty     to    the  King;  Loy  -  al  -  ty 

2.  Loy-al-ty    to    the  Mas-ter;    let -ting  Him  lead  the  way;  Glo  -  ri  -  ous 

3.  Loy-al  -  ty -to    the  Mas-ter;  look-ing    to    Him    a  -  lone,  Turn-ing     a- 
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now  and  ev  -  er,  cheer- i  -  ly    let    us    sing;  Whol-ly      at    His  commandment, 
is     Hisban-ner,  fol-low    it    ev  - 'ry   day;      In-  to    the  midst  of  bat -tie, 
way  from  e  -  vil,  Je  -  sus  will  keep  His  own;     On-ward,  still  on-ward  pressing, 
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let  ev-  'ry  sol  -  dier  be,  Joy-f  ul-  ly  serv-  ing  Je  -  sus,  serving  with  loy  -  al  -  ty. 

conquering  as    we  go,  Vic-  to-  ry  He  has  promised     o  -  ver  the  dead-  ly  foe. 

see-ing  the  star-ry  prize  Waiting  for  all   the  f aith-ful,  meeting  beyond  the  skies. 
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Loy  -  al    sol-diers,  let  us    joy  -  f  ul  -  ly  march  a  -  long,      For    -     -     ward, 

I  Joy-  fill  -  ly  march, 

■J.    i1    >    fe    -  3 


&* 


*=*=*=£ 


I 


it 


^s—s-^/- 


u  ■ »  b  b  r 


for    -      -      ward,  with  a  triumphant  song;  On  -    -  ward,  on   -     >    ward,  a 
stead-i  -  ly  march,  Joy- ful-ly  march,  stead-i  -  ly  march, 
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TO   A  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 

Loyalty  to  the  Master. 


1  p       ^  P 


hap-py  and  loy  -  al  throng,  Loy-al  to  ourSav-ior  and  our    King 

to      our     Sav  -  i.»r  and  our  King. 
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No.  86. 


God  Speed 


the  Right. 


From  the  German. 
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1 .  Now  to  heav'n  our  pray'r  as-cend-ing, 

2.  Be  that  pray'r  a  -  gain  re-peat  -  ed, 

3.  Pa-tient,  firm,  and  per  -  se  -  ver  -  ing; 

4.  Still  their  onward  curse  pur-su  -  ing 
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God 
God 
God 
God 
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speed  the  right!  In  a  no  -  ble 
speed  the  right !  Ne'er  de-spair-ing, 
speed  the  right!  Ne'er  th'e-vent  or 
speed  the  right!      Ev  -  'ry  foe     at 
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cause   ex-tend-ing,  God  speed  the  right!    Be  their  zeal  in  heav'n  re  -cord 

tho*    de  -  feat-ed,   God  speed  the  right !  Like  the  good  and  great  in     sto  - 

dan  -  ger  fear-ing,  God  speed  the  right!  Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  tri  -  als  heed  - 

length  sub-du  -  ing,  God  speed  the  right!  Truth  thy  cause,  what-e'er  de-lay 
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With  suc-ces3  on  earth  re-ward-ed;  God  speed  the  right, 

If  they  fail,  they  fail  with  glo-ry;  God  speed  the  right, 

And  in  heav'n's  own  time  succeeding;  God  speed  the  right, 

There's  nopow'r  on  earth  can  stav  it;  God  speed  the  right, 
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God  speed  the  right! 
God  speed  the  right! 
God  speed  the  right ! 
God  speed  the  right! 
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No.  87. 

SALLIE  MARTIN. 


EXHORTATION    AND    ADMONITION 

Victory  Through  Grace. 

By  per.  of  L.  E.  Sweney,  Executrix. 


J  NO.  R.  SWENEY. 


1.  Conquering  now  and    still  to  con-quer.  Rid-eth   a    King  in 

2.  Conquering  now  and    still  to  con-quer,  Who  is  this  won-der 

3.  Conquering  now  and    still  to  con-quer,  Je-sus,  Thou  Rul  -  er 


might, 
King? 
all, 
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Lead-ing  the  host    of      all  the  faith-ful    In  -  to  the  midst  of    the       fight; 

Whence  are  the  ar-mies  which  He  lead-eth,While  of  His  glo  -  ry  they      sing? 

Thrones  and  their  scep-tres  all  shall  per  -  ish,  Crowns  and  their  splendor  shall  fall, 
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See  them  with  cour-age  ad  -  vanc-ing  Clad  in  their  bril-liant  ar 
He  is  our  Lord  and  Re- deem- er,  Sav- ior  and  Mon-arch  di 
Yet  shall  the    ar  -  mies  Thou  lead  -  est,  Faith-ful  and  true    to     the 
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Shout-ing  the  name  of  their  Lead  -  er,  Hear  them  ex  -  ult  -  ing  -  ly 
They  are  the  stars  that  for  -  ev  -er  Bright  in  His  king- dom  will 
Find  in   Thy  man-sions  e    -     ter-  nai  Rest,when  their  war-fare  is 
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Victory  Through  Grace. 


Yet  to  the  true  and     the     faith  -  f ul  Yic-t'ry  is   prom-is'd    thro'     grace. 
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Sol  -  diers  of   Christ,  a 
Strong  in    the  Lord     of 
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rise, 
hosts, 

Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 
Leave  no  un-  guard  -  ed  place, 
That   hav-ing     all    things    done, 


And  put  your  ar  -  mor       on; 
And    in     His  might- y      pow'r; 
With  all  His  strength  en  -  dued; 
No  weakness    of    the      soul; 
And    all  your  con-flicts    past, 
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Strong   in  the  strength  which  God  supplies  Thro'  His      be  -  lov  -  ed      Son. 
Who      in  the  strength  of      Je  -  sus  trusts,  Is     more  than  con  -  quer-or. 
But     take,  to     arm  you    for  the  fight,  The    pan  -    0  -  ply     of     God. 
Take    ev  -  'ry     vir  -  tue,     ev  -  'ry  grace,  And    for  -   ti  -  fy      the  whole. 
You     may  o'er-come  thro'  Christ  a  -  lone,  And  stand    en  -  tire     at      last. 
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EXHORTATION   AND    ADMONITION 

Hail  the  Blest  Morn. 


E.  S.   LORENZ. 
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1.  Hail  the  blest  morn!  when  the  great  Me-di-a  - 

2.  Cold  on  His  era  -  die  the  dewdrops  are  shin 

3.  Say,  shall  we  yield      Him,  in  cost-ly  de  -  vo  - 

4.  Vain-ly  we  .of    -      f  er  each  ample  ob  -  la  - 
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tor,  Down  from  the  re    -  gionsof 
ing,  Low  lies  His  head      with  the 
tion,   O-dorsof    E      -      den  and 
tion,  Vain-ly  with  gold        we  His 
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glo-ry  de  -  scends!     Shepherds,  go  wor 
beasts  of  the  stall;  An-gels  a  -   dore 

offrings  di  -  vine?         Gems  of  the    moun 
fa-vor    se-cure;  Rich-er  by      far 
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ship  the  babe  in  the  man  -  ger, 
Him,  in  slum-ber  re  -  clin  -  ing, 
tain  and  pearls  of  the  o  -  cean, 
is  the  heart's  a-do  -  ra  -  tion, 
tMJio-ri-zon  a-dorn  -  ing, 
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Lo !  for  your  guide  the  bright  angels  at-tend 
Mak-erond    Mon  -  arch, the  Savior  of  all. 

Myrrh  from  the  for  -    est,or  gold  from  the  mine? 
Dear-er  to     God     are  the  pray'rs  of  the  poor. 

Guide  ivhere  the  in  -  fant  Redeemer  is    laid. 


Brightest  and  best 
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sons  of  the  morn  -  ing,  Dawn  on  our  dark  -  ness  and  lend  us  Thine  aid 
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TO   JOT    AND    REJOICING. 

Hail  to  the  Brightness. 
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lands    that   in    dark-ness   have    lain! 
proph  -  rts    of      Is  -  rael     fore  -  told! 


co  -  pious  are  glid  -  ing 
ho  -  vah    as-  cend  -  ing 
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Hail      to     the    mil  -  lions   from 

Loud  from  the  moun-tain  -  tops 

Fall'n  are    the     en  -  gines     of 
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and  mourning; 

re-  turn-  ing! 

are  ring- ing; 

com-  mo  -  tion, 


Zi  -    on     in    tri-  umph  be- gins  her 

Gen  -  tiies  and  Jews,  the  blest  vis  -  ion 

Wastes  rise    in   ver  -  dure  and  min  -  gle 

Shouts   of     sal  -  va  -  tion  are  rend-  ing 
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1.  To  us   a  Child  of  hope  is  born;  To  us     a  Son  is  giv'n;  Him, shall  the  tribes  of  earth  o-bey; 

2.  1 1  is  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace,  For  ev  -  ermore  ador'd,  The  Wonderf  ul,the  Counselor, 

3.  Hiapowr,increasing,8till  shall  spread;  His  reign  no  end  shall  bow;  Justice  shall  gnard  His  throne  above, 

4.  To  us   a  Child  of  hope  is  born; To  us     a  Son  is  giv'n ;  The  Wonderful,the  Counselor, 
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Him,f.U  the  hosts  of  heav'njlim.shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey,Him,all  the  hosts  of  heav'n. 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord!  The  Wonderf ul,the  Counselor,  The  great  and  mighty  Lord! 
And  peace  abound  be-low,Justice  shall  gnard  His  throne  above,  And  peace  abound  be-  low. 
The  might-y  Lord  of  heav'n! The  Wonderful, the  Counselor,  The  mighty  Lord  of  heav'n! 
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EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION 


HARRIET  JONES. 


Redeemed. 
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1.  Oh,  glad  "who-so  -  ev  -  er,"  the  deed    is  done,  My  sins  are  pardoned  thro' 

2.  I  came  to     my  Sav  -  ior,  His  word   believed,When  He  the    sin-ner    at 

3.  Oh,  glad  "who-so  -  ev  -  er,''  the  crim  -  son  tide    Is    free  and     o  -  pen,  is 
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Christ  the  Son.  Of  love  so  pre-cious  I  nev  -  er  had  dreamed,  Oh, 
once  re-ceived,  And  now  His  prais-es  I  joy  -  ful  -  ly  sing,  And 
deep     and  wide;    Oh,    come,  my  broth-er,  and  bathe  in    the  stream,  And 
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sweet    is     the  peace  of    the  soul 

re-deemed."]  Oh,    glo         -          ry     to 

dwell    in     the   love    of    my  Lord 

and  King.  J> 

you  shall  be    filled  with   a    joy 
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sus,      re  -  deemed!  ...         re  -  deemed!  ...        Of 

re-deemed!    my    soul     is        re-deemed,    my    soul      is       re-deemed!    Of 
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love      so    pre-cious    I     nev- er  had  dreamed,  Oh    rapt        -         ur  -  ous 

oh,      rapt-ur-ous  sto  -    ry,      my 


+■       *- 


I 


*   ± 


£   £ 


zzPH*: — f— f— fzzjdFj^z^-zy-     r        , 

\  • P       ?       ^       *  -^       ' 


>  f  I 


tt 


ft  G  i< 


TO  JOY   AM'    BE7OI0IHO. 
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ry,      re  -  deemed!    ....    re  -  deemed'    ....    Oh 
re-deemed  I  mv     bouJ     i«       re-deemed  1  my     tuul     la       re-deemed  I    o 
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glo      -      -      ry- oh,glo      -       ry!    re -deemed!  .  .    .    re -deemed!  . 

glo-ry,  oh,  glo-ry,  my  ^ul  is  redeemed  I  my  suul  is  redeemed!  my  soul  is  redeemed. 
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Joy  to  the  World. 


V  T 


n 


ISAAC  WATTS. 


SBB 


Arr.  from  HANDEL. 
K     I         rS 


^ 


^=i=5 


I- 


King; 
■ploy: 
ground; 
prove 


V 


1.  Joy 

2.  Joy 

3.  No 

4.  He 
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more  let 

rules  the 


world,  the  Lord  is  come!  Let  earth  re-ceive  her 
earth,  the  Sav-ior  reigns!  Let  men  their  songs  em 
sins  and  sor-rows  grow,  Nor  thorns  in-f  est  the 
world  with  truth  and  grace;  And  makes  the  na-  tions 
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Let 

While 

He 

The 


ev  -  'ry  heart  pre  -  pare  Him   room,  And  heav'n  and  na  - 

fields  and  floods,rocks,  hills  and    plains,  Re -peat  the  sound 

comes  to  make  His     bless-ings   flow,   Far    as    the  curse 

glo  -  ries  of       His    right-eous-  ness,  And  won-ders  of 


ture  sing, 
-ing  joy, 
is  found, 
His  love, 


And  heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing, 
Re-peat  th?  sound-  ing  joy, 
Far  as    the  curse   is  found, 
And  wonders    of     His  love, 
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And  heav'n,  and  heav'n  and  na-ture  sing. 

Re  -  peat,    re  -  peat    the  sound-ing  joy. 

Far  as,       far  as        the  curse  is    found. 

And  won  -  ders,  won  -  ders   of     His   love. 
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EXHORTATION   AND   ADMONITION 

No.  94.  Mark!  the  §on&  of  Jubilee. 


JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 
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,    j  Hark !  the  sqng  of  j  u  -bi  -  lee,  Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 

(     Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea,When  it  breaks  upon  the(0?nit)  shore!  Hal-le-lu-jah! 

2    (  Hal-le-lu-jah!  hark,the  sound,From  the  depths  unto  the  skies, 
'  /  Wakes above,beneath, around,  All  creation's  har-mo-( Omit.)  nies!See  Je-ho-vah's 

«    (  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, With  supreme  unbounded  sway; 

(  He  shall  reign  when.like  ascroll,  Yonder  heav'us  have  passed  a-(  Omit.)way.  Then  the  end:  be- 
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for  the  Lord  God  om-nip-o-tent  shall  reign!  Hal-le  -  lu-jah!  let  the  word  Ech-o 
banner  furled,  Sheathed  His  sword ;  He  speaks— 'tis  done!  And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  Are  the 
neath  His  rod  Man's  last  en-e-my  shall  fall:  Hal-le  -  lu-jah!  Christ  in  God,  God  in 
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round  the  earth  and  main,  Echo  'round  the  earth  and  main 
kingdoms  of  His  Son,Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son, 
Christ,  is  all  in    all,God  in  Christ  is  all         in  all, 
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Echo  'round  the  earth  and  main. 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son! 
God  in  Christ,  is  all    in    all! 
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The  Father's  Gare. 
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1.  Oh,  the  peace  of  soul,  While  the  surges  roll;  Naught  can  harm  the  Father's  child;, 

2.  Close  thy  wea  -  ry  eyes,  Fear  not  an-gry  skies,  Might-y,   He    on  sea  and  land 

3.  Rest,  be  -  lov  -  ed,  rest    On  thy  Father's  breast;  He  will  give  thee  peaceful  sleep, 

4.  Soon  the  hap  -  py  morn,  New  -  ly     will  be  born ;  Soon  the  clouds  will  take  their  flight, 
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TO   JOY    AM)    REJOICING. 

The  Fathers  Gare. 


Tho'  the  storms  are  rag-ing  wild.  Gen-tly  on,  the.  :i-der- 

Holds  the  storm-cloud  in  His  hand;  C  All    the 

Con-stan:  Fig  Nfaughtof  careThythot'sin-fest-ing^Naught  thy 

Soon  the  skies  will  lend  their  light;  See!  good  cheer  the  day  isbring-ing,  Lift  thy 
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ly  the  lambs  He's  feeding;  Round  them  careful  watch  He'll  keep,Kno\veth  He  His  sheep, 
un  -  i-verse  commanding;  He'll  protect  from  tempest  wild/Trust  Him,weary  child. 

sweet  re-pose  mo-'  id  tbee  careful  wat-h  He'll  keep, Sleep,be-lov-ed,sleep! 

heart  with  gladness  singing; Hop-ing,trusting,ban-ish  fears,Daylight  now  appears! 
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Jesus  is  Mine. 


HENRY  HOPE. 
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1.  Now  I  have  found  a  friend,Je-sus  is  mine;  His  love  shall  never  end,  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 

2.  Tho'  I  grow  poor  and  old,  Je-sus  is  mine ;  Tho'  I  grow  faint  and  cold,Je  -  sus  is  mine. 

3.  When  earth  shall  pass  away,Je-sus  is  mine.  In  the  great  judgment  day,  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 

4.  Fa-ther,Thy  name  I  bless,  Je-sus  is  mine;  Thine  was  the  mm  raise  shall  be  Tiiiae. 
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Tho'  earthly  j  Tho'  earthly  friendship  eea.se.  Now  I  have  lasting  peace;  Jesus  is  mine. 

He  shall  my  wa'nts  supply  7His  pn  n  my  hope  destroy ;  Jesus  is  mine. 

Oh.what  a"  glorioM  thiag,*Then  to  behold  my  lng,-On  tuneful  harp  to  sing.Jesus  is  mine. 
Spir-it  of  ho-li-ness,Sealingthet  ■  ul  embrace  Jesus  is  mine. 
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The  Reign  of  Christ. 
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1.  Hail    to  the  Lord's  a  -  noint-ed,  Great  Da- vid's  great-er     Son!       Hail,  in  the 

2.  He  comes  with  suc-cor  speed-y      To  those  who  suf  -  f  er    wrong;    To  help  the 

3.  For  him  shall  pray'r  un-ceas-ing  And    dai-lyvows    as  -  cend;      His  king-dom 

4.  O'er    ev  -'ry  foe    vie  -  to  -  rious,  He    on  His  throne  shall  rest;    From  age  to 
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time  ap  -  point-ed,  His  reign  on  earth  be -gun!  He  comes  to  break  op-pres-sion, 
poor  and  need  -  y,  And  bid  the  week  be  strong;  To  give  them  songs  for  sigh-ing, 
still  in  -  creas-ing,  A  king-dom  with -out  end;  The  mountain  dews  shall  nourish, 
age  more  glo-rious,  All-bless-ing  and     all  blest;  The  tide    of  time  shall  nev-er 
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To    set    the  cap  -  tive  free,    To  take     a-way    trans-gres-sion,  And  rule    in 
Their  dark-ness  turn  to    light,  Whose  souls,condemned  and  dy-ing  Were  pre-cious 
A    seed    in  weakness  sown,  Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish,  And  shake  lik>  > 
His    cov  -  e  -  nant  re  -  move;  His  name  shall  stand  for  -  ev  -   er;  That  name  to 
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ui  -  ty,      To  take    a  -  way  trans-gres-sion,  And  rule  in  eq  -  ui  -  ty. 

His  sight,  Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dy-ing,  Were  pre-cious  in    His  sight 

-  a  -  non,  Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish,  And  shake  like  Leb-a  -  non, 

is    Love,   His  name  shall  stand  for-ev  -   er;  That  name  to   us      is    Love. 
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No.  98. 


TO  JOY    AND    REJOICING. 

The  Ghild  of  a  Kin£. 


HATTIE   E.  8UEL 


JOHN   B.  S    W.NER. 
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1.  My    Fa-ther  is   rich    in  .nd  lands,  He   hold- eth  th.  wealth  of  the 

2.  My    Fa-ther's  own  Son,  the  Sav-ior  of   men!  Once  wander'd  o'er  earth  as  the 

3.  I    on^e  was  an   out- cast  stranger  on  earth,    A     sin  -  ner  by  choice,  an 

4.  A    tett    or     a    cot-tage,  why  should  I  care?  They're  building  a    pal -ace  for 
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world  in  His  hands;  Of    ru-bies  and  diamonds,  of     sil  -  ver  and  gold,   His 
poor-est   of  them;  But  now  He     is   reign-  ing    for  -  ev  -  er    on  high,  And  will 
"a  -  lien"  by  birth;  But  I've  been  "a- dopt-ed,"  my  name's  written  down  An 
me     o- ver  there;  Tho'  ex  -  iled      from  home,  yet  still     I  may  sing,  "All 
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cof-fers  are  full,  He    has  rich-es     un-told^ 

give*  us  a    home  in     the  sweet  by  and  by. 

heir  to  a    man-sion,    a    robe,  and  a  crown 

glo-ry  to    God,  I'm    the  child  of    a  King.' 


I'm  the  child  of    a  Kin;-,  The 
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child   of      a  King;  With  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,  I'm.  the  child  of      a  King. 


No.  99. 


EXHOKTATION   AND   ADMONITION 

Let  the  Sunshine  In. 


ADA  BLENKHORI 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Chab.  H.  Gabriel. 
E.  O.   Excell,  Owner. 


CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
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1.  Do    you  fear  the  foe  will  in    the    con  -  flict  win?    Is      it  dark  with- 

2.  Does  your  faith  grow  fainter  in    the  cause    you  love?  Are  your  pray' rsun- 

3.  Would  you  go    re  -  joic  -  ing  on   the    up  -  ward  way,  Know-ing  naught  of 
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out  you — dark-er  still    with  -  in? 
an-swered  by  your  God       a  -    bove? 
dark-ness  dwell-ing  in      the      day? 


Clear  the  dark-ened  windowsjo  -  pen 
Clear  the  dark-ened  windows;  o  -  pen 
Clear  the  dark-ened  windows/  o  -  pen 
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Chorus. 
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wide   the  door,   Let    a   lit  -  tie  sun- 


shine 


in. 


Let  a  lit-tle  san-shine 
the 


§iS 


£ 


=pt>t-e 


-y-^ 


V     V     J 


v-fr 


i 


>— /- 


6L. 
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shine       in;     .     .       Clear  the  darkened 

the  sun-shine  in ; 
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win-dows,  o  -  pen  wide    the    door, 


Let    a     lit-tle    sun -shine  in. 
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No.  100. 


TO   JOY    AND    REJOICING. 

Just  a  Little  Sunshine. 


HEWITT 


Copyright,  18S7,  bv  wm.  j.  Kirkpatrick. 
Used  b>  Permission. 


WM.   J.   KIRKPATRICK. 
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1.  .'ust    a  lit  -  tie  sun-shine     ev  -  'ry-where  we    go,        0  -  ver  dark-en'd 

2.  L'ke  the  bless-ed  Mas-ter,      in    this  life,  are    we      Sent    to   corn-fort 

3.  Ju.it    a  lit     tie  sun-shine  makes  the  ros-  ea  grow,      In    the    bar-ren 
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oath-ways,  rays  of  bless  -  ing  throw;  Gold-  en  rays  of  glad-ness 
oth  -  ers,  pub  -  lish  lib  -  er  -  ty;  Will  -  ing  hands  out-reach  -  ing, 
]lac  -  es,  flow'rs    be  -  gin       to  show;      Lift     the  clouds     of    sor  -  row, 


r'ron    a    lov- ing  heart  Help  the  world  to  bright-en;  let    us    do     our  part. 
st:ength-en-ing  the  weak,    In    the  name  of    Je-  sus,  con  -  so-  la -tion speak, 
(heer  the  hour  of  gloom,Fruits  of  grace  will   ri  -  pen  for    im-mor-tal  bloom. 


CHORUS. 


D.  S. — Tell-ing love's siceetsto-ry,    ev- 'ry-where tve  go. 
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;un-shine,  sun-shine,  just    a     lit  -  tie  sun-shine,  Bear-ing  heav'nly  glad-ness 
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thro' this  world  be -low;      Sun-shine,  sun-shine,  just     a     lit  -  tie  sun-shine, 
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No.  101. 


EXHORTATION    AND    ADMONITION. 

Golden  Sunbeams. 


Copyright,  1RS8,  a*w.  £.  M.  Hackleman. 
THEO.  D.  C.  MILLER,  M.  D.                 USE0  By  Perm,SSIOn.                           ALBERT  H.  GROVE 
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1.     We  may    gath  -  er  gold  -  en  sun-beams  As    they    fall    a-round  our  way, 

2.      If    we      lose    the  pre-cious  sun-shine   In    these  hours  of    life  so   lone, 

3.     We  must  keep  life's  gar-  den  bloom-ing  With  no    thorn  to     m?f  its  worth, 

4.  There  is       toil     in      ev-'ry     sta-tion  We   are    called  on   earth  to    fill; 

5.     All  our    deeds  will  live  for  -  ev  -  er,  Should  our  hearts  be   false  or    true; 
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We  may  pluck  the   fair  -  est  blos-soms,  Ere  their 

We  shall  miss  the    fad  -  ing  blos-som  When  the 

While  we     hear  the    low,  soft  mu  -  sic     Of    our 

Would  we     reap     a    f  ruit-f  ul  har  -  vest?  We  must 

They  will    make  or    mar  our 'pleas-ure   At    the 

fragrant  sweets/le  -  cay; 

Sum-mer  days  hive  flown; 
dear  ones  here  in   earth — 
work  with  mind  aad  will; 

last  great  life    ib  -  view. 
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We  may  reap  the  choic  -  est  har- vest,  If    we 
And   the  birds  that  sing     so  sweet-ly — We  shall 
Till    we  glean  in   fields     of  pleas-ure,  Where  the 
And   in      all  these  hours     of  wait -ing    It     will 
While  the  pass  -  ing  hours     re-mind    us  That  the 


sow  the  seed  witl  care, 
prize    a  -  las!  toe  late, 

soil  doth  fer-tik    lie; 

be  our  wis  -  eft  plan 
har -vest  time    \\   nigh, 
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Cast  -  ing      out  the  thorns  and  this  -  ties  From  the  fruit-ful  vine-yard  fair. 

They  have  gone  like    fra-grant  beau-ty,  While  in  i  -  die  dreams  wewait. 

As    we      scat-ter  seeds   of  kind-ness  For  the  long,  sweet  by  -  andby. 

To    be    found    a-mong  the  glean-ers,  Do  -  ing  all    the  good    we  (an. 

We  should  sow  the  seed    of  good-ness,  For  the  reap-ing     by  -  and-^y. 
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Golden  Sunbeams. 
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reap the  gold  -  en  har-vest — If    we     la-  bor  while 'tis  day. 

We  can  reap 
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No.  102. 


Harwell. 


THOMAS  KELLY. 


lowell  mason. 
Fine. 
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1  f  Hark!  ten  thou -sand  harps  and  voic-es,  Sound  the  note     of  praise   a  -  bove;  / 
(     Je  -  sus  reigns,  and  heav'n  re- joic-es;      Je  -  sus  reigns,  the  God  of     love:) 

2  j  King    of    glo-  ry!  reign  for    ev  -  er — Thine  an    ev   -   er- last-ing  crown;  ) 
"   /  Noth-  ing  from    Thy  love  shall  sev-  er  Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Thine  own;  ) 

o    j  Sav  -  ior!  hast  -  en  Thine    ap-pear-ing;  Bring,  oh,  bring  the    glo-rious  day,   ) 
"  \  When,  the    aw  -  ful  sum-mons  hearing,  Heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass     a  -  way;  ) 
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D.  C. — Hal-le  -  hi  -  jah,  hal  -le  -  lu  -jak,   lial-  le  -  hi  -  jah!    jtf 
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See,  He  sits 


See,  He  sits   on  yon-der  throne;  Je  -  sus  rule3  the  world  a  -  lone. 

Hap-py  ob-jects  of  Thy  grace,  De-stinedto   be-hold  Thy  face. 

Then  with  gold-en  harps  we  11  sing, —    "Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry    to   our  King!" 

the  world  a  -  lone. 
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Je  -  sus  rules 
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No.  103. 

E.  E.  HEWITT. 


EXHOKTATION    AND    ADMONITION 

Sunshine  fn  the  Soul. 

COPYRIGHT,    1S87,    BY    JNO.    R     SW6NEY. 

By  per.  of  L.  E.  S.veney,  Executrix. 


J  NO.   R.  SWENEY. 
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1.  There's  sun-shine   in  my  soul  to  -  day, 

2.  There's  mu  -  sic     in  my  soul  to  -  day, 

3.  There's  Springtime  in  my  soul  to  -  day, 

4.  There's  glad-ness    in  my  soul  to  -  day, 


More   glo  -  ri  -  ous  and  bright 
A         car  -  ol      to    my   King,* 
For    when  the  Lord    is    near 
And  hope,  and  praise,  and  love, 
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Than  glows  in       a  -  ny    earth-ly     sky,  For      Je  -   sus     is      my 

And     Je-sus,    lis  -  ten  -  ing  can  hear  The    songs     I    can -not 

The    dove  of  peace  sings  in     my  heart,  The   flow'rs    of  grace   ap  - 

For    bless-ings  which  He  gives  me    now,  For     joys  "laid    up"    a  - 
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Refrain. 
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Oh,  there's  sun 

sun-shine     in 


shine,    bless  -  ed      sun 

the  soul,       bless    -     ed         sun  -  shine    in        the 


shine, 

soul, 
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When    the  peace -ful,    hap  -  py    mo-ments  roll; 

hap  -  py     mo-ments     roll; 


When 
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i  e  -    sus  shows    His    smil-ing  face  There  is    sun-shine     in     the  soul. 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

•Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  pn  ach  the  gospel  unto  every  creatine.' '-  Mark  16  :  15. 


No.  104. 


Give  Me  the  Bible. 


P.  J.  OWENS. 


E.  S.   LORENZ. 


P3 


1.  Give  me  the  Bi  -  ble,  star  of  gladness  gleaming,    To  cheer  the  wan-d'rer 

2.  Give  me  the  Bi  -  ble,  when  my  heart  is  bro  -  ken,  When  sin  and  grief  have 

3.  Give   me  the  Bi  -  ble,    all  my  steps  en-light- en,  Teach  me  thedan-ger 

4.  Give  me  the  Bi  -  ble,  lamp  of  life  im-mor  -  tal,  Hold    up  that  splen-dor 
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lone  and  tempest-tossed;  No  storm  can  hide  that    radiance  peaceful  beam-ing, 

filled  my  soul  with  fear;  Give   me   the  pre-cious  words  by  Je-sus  spok  -  en,' 

of  these  realms  below;  That  lamp  of  safe  -  ty,  o'er  the  gloom  shall  brighten, 

by  the     o  -  pen  grave;  Show  me  the  light  from  heaven's  shin-ins:  por  -  tal ' 

~* *-+ # - •— f » * * P— i—a a m » 0 0— 


D.  S.—Pre-cept  arid  prom-ise,  hue  and  love  corn-bin  -  ing, 
I    __s_w  ^IN'E-    Chorus. 
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Since  Je-sus  came  to  seek  and  save  the  lost. 

Hold  up  faith's  lamp  to  show  my  Sav  -  ior  near.  , 

That  light   a -lone,  the  path  of  peace  can  show.  ? 

Show  me  the  glo  -  ry  glid-ing  Jordan's  wave. 
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77//  night  shall  van  -  ish       in   e  -  ter  -  wo^  rfay. 
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Ho  -  ly  mes-sage  shin-ing,  Thy  light  shall  guide  me       in  the  nar-row  way; 
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GOSPEL   PKOCLAMATION. 


No.  105.       An  Open  Bible  for  the  World 


HENRY  M.  KING. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Wm.  j.  Kirkpatrick. 
Used  by  Permission. 
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1.  An      o-  pen  Bi  -  ble  for    the  world!  May  this  our  glo-rious  mot  -  to    be! 

2.  Wher-e'er    it  goes    its  gold  -  en  light,  Streaming  as  from    an  un-veiled  sun, 

3.  It  shows  to  men  the   Fa-ther's  face,  All    ra-diant  with  for- giv-ing  love; 

4.  It     tells     of    Je  -  sus  and  His  death,  Of    life  pro-cured  for    dy-ingmen; 

5.  It      of-fersrest  to  wea  -  ry  hearts,  It    corn-forts  those  who  sit    in  tears; 
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On  ev  -  'ry  breeze  its  flag  un-furled  Shall  scat-ter  bless-ings  rich  and  free. 
Shall  dis  -  si  -  pate  the  clouds  of  night,  Un  -  do  the  work  that  sin  has  done. 
And  to  the  lost  of  A- dam's  race  Proclaims  sweet  mercy  from  a  -  bove. 
And   to  each  soul    of  hum  -  ble  faith,  It     son-ship  gives  with  God  a  -    gain. 

To    all  who  faint    it  strength  imparts;  And  gilds  with  hope  th'e-ter-nal  years. 


Blest  word   of      God! send  forth  thy    light 


Sstar 


Blest  word     of     God! 
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send    forth  thy    light 
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O'er    ev  -  'ry    land    and      ev  -   'ry       sea, Till    all    who 

and      ev   -  'ry     sea, 
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wan  -  der    in    the     night  Are    led    to   God    and  heav'n    by      thee. 
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No.  106. 


THE    HOLY    SCRIPTURES. 

The  Blessed  Book. 


TOM   C.    NEAL. 


1.  There's  a  book  which  surpasses  the  sag  -  68,      A    vol  -  ume  of  wis-dom    di-vine; 

2.  'Tis  the  light  which  will  guide  Ufl  to  glo  -  ry,     The  sword  of  the  spir-  it     of  might; 

3.  It    re-veals  where  a  fountain  is  flow  -  ing,  Which  washes  the  soul  from  its  stain; 
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And  the  gio-ry  that  gleams  from  its  pag  -  es,  No  splen-dor  of  earth  can  out-shine. 
And  to  dwell  on  its  beau-ti  -  f  ul  sto  -  ry,  Is  of  heav'n  the  sweetest  de-light. 
Age  and  sor  -  row  are  com-fort-ed,  knowing  With  earth  they  shall  part  with  all  pain. 
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'Tis   the    Bi        -        -      ble! 

'Ttethe     blcss-ed,  bless-  ed    Bi 

the 

ble!    the 
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Bi        -        -       ble! 

bless  -  ed,  ble?s  -  ed    Bi 
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Our 

-     ble!   Our 
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mg  star  that  leads  from  earth  to  heavn!  The  Bi  hie!  the 
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Bi  ble!  We      love  the  precious  Book  of  Truth  which  God  has  giv'n. 

bless- ed,  blessed     Bi  -    ble,  We 


No.  107. 

A.  STEELE. 


GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

Father  of  Mercies, 
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1.  Fa  -  ther  of  mer-cies !  in  Thy  word  What  end  -  less  glo  -  ry  shines !  What  endless 

2.  Here,  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows,  And  yields  a  free  re  -  past ;  And  yields  a 

3.  Here,  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice  Spreads  heav'nly  peace  around ;  Spreads  heav'nly 

4.  Oh,  may  these  heav'nly  pag-es     be    My      ev  -  er  dear    de- light;  My  ev  -  er 

5.  Di-  vine  In-struc-tor, gracious  Lord!  Be  Thou  for  -  ev  -  er    near;  Be  Thou  for- 
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glo  -  ry  shines!  For-ev  -  er     be  Thy  name  a  -   dored 

free  re  -  past;  Sub-lim  -  er  sweets  than  nature  knows 

peace   a  -  round ;  And  life  and    ev  -  er  -  last-ing 

dear  de  -  light;  And  still  new  beauties  may  I 

ev  -  er    near;  Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sa-cred 
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word, 

ev  -    er    be  Thy  name    a 
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these  ce-les-tial  lines,  For-ev  -  er  be  Thy  name  adored  For  these    ce-les-tial  lines, 
vite  the  longing  taste,  Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows,  Invite  the  longing  taste, 
tend  the  blissful  sound,  And  life  and  ev-er-last-ing  joys  At  -  tend  the  blissful  sound, 
still  increasing  light,  And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see,  And  still  in-creas-ing  light, 
view  my  Savior  there,  Teach  me  to  love  Thy  sacred  word,  And  view  my  Sav-ior  there. 
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No.  108.     The  Heavens  Declare  Thy  Glory. 

ISAAC  WATTS.  LOWELL  MASON 
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1.  The  heav'ns  declare  Thy  glo  -  ry,   Lord,   In      ev  -  'ry  star  Thy  wis  -  dom  shines; 

2.  The    roll  -  ing  sun,  the  changing  light,  And  nights  and  days  Thy  pow'r  con  -  fess; 

3.  Sun,  moon  and  stars,  convey  Thy  praise  Round  the  whole  earth,  and  nev-er   stand; 

4.  Nor  shall  Thy  spreading  gos  -  pel    rest    Till  thro'  the  world  Thy  truth  has    run; 

5.  Great  Sun  of  righteousness!    a  -  rise;  Bless  the  dark  world  with  heav'nly  light 


6.  Thy     no-blest  wonders  here    we    view 


In   souls  re-newed  and  sins   for 
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The  Heavens  Declare  Thy  Glory. 
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But  when  our  eyes  be  -  hold  Thy  word,  We  read  Thy  name  in  fair  -  er 
But  the  blest  vol-ume  Thou  hast  writ,  lie  -  veals  Thy  just-ice  and  Thy 
So  when  Thy  truth  be  -  gun  its  race,  It  touch'd  and  glanced  on  ev-'ry 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  na  -  tions  blest  That  see  the  light  or  feel  the  sun. 
Thy  Gos-pel  makes  the  sim  -  pie  wise;  Thy  laws  are  pure,  Thy  judgments  right, 
Lord !  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  re  -  new,  And  make  Thy  word  my  guide  to    heav'n 
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No.  109. 


The  Bible  for  the  Young. 


ISAAC  WATTS. 


BEETHOVEN. 


1.  How    shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts,  And  guard  their  lives  from  sin? 

2.  'Tis      like  the    sun,    a  heav'n-ly  light,  That  guides  us    all    the    day; 

3.  Thy      pre-cepts  make  me  tru  -  ly  wise;    I      hate  the     sin-ner's    road; 

4.  Thy    word     is      ev  -  er- last- ing  truth;  How  pure   is      ev-'ry    page! 
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Thy    word    the     choic  -  est  rules 
And,  thro'    the      dan  -  gers     of 


I       hate     mv 
That      ho  -   ly 


own    vain  tho'ts 
book  shall   guide 
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im  -  parts    To      keep  the  con-science 

the    night,     A      lamp  to      lead    our 

that    rise,    But    love  Thy    law,    my 

our    youth,  And  well  sup  -  port     our 
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keep 
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love 
well 
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law, 
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way. 
God! 


con-science        clean. 
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To       keep    the     con-science  clean. 
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keep      the       con-science    clean,      To      keep       the 


GOSPEL    PROCLAMATION. 


No.  110.         Gling  to  the  Bible,  my  Boy. 


WILL  S.   HAYS,  Arr. 
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USED   BY    PER.    OF   D.    D.    TOWNER.    OWNER  OF   COPYRIGHT. 


D.  B.  TOWNER. 
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1.  As  your  jour-ney  thro'  life   to     the  grave  you   pur-sue,  There  is    one  thing  in 

2.  You  may  meet  with  mis-for-tunes  and  sor-rows   and  tears,  You  may  bat-  tie  with 

3.  Put  your  faith  in  our  Fa-ther  and  you  will  be  strong,  Keep  your  eye  on  the 

4.  Ev-'ry  time  that  you  read  it,  you'll  learn  something  new.  Of         Je-suswho 
5. 'Tisthe    an-chor  of  hope,  and  the  lamp  that  gives  light/Tis  the  star  that  will 
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ear-nest  I     wish  you  to    do,       Oh!      lis- ten,  my  boy,  while  I     say  this  to 

sin  and  with  Sa- tan  for  years,  Be  a  Christian!  press  on!  do  not  have    a-ny 

cross  and  you'll  nev-  er  go  wrong,  Sing  the  sweet  songs  of  praise  as  you  journey  a- 

died  on  the  cross  to  save  you,    To  the  Lord,  to  yourself,  and  to  heav  -  en  be 

shine  thro'  your  life's  darkest  night,  If  you  fol  -  low  its  guidance  you'll  al-ways  be 
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Chorus. 
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you —  Oh!  cling  to  the  Bi  -  ble,  my  boy.*] 

fears,  But  cling  to  the  Bi  -  ble,  my  boy.  I 

long, — And  cling  to  the  Bi  -  ble,  my  boy.  r     Then  cling  to  the    Bi  -  ble,  my 

true,   And  cling  to  the  Bi  -  ble,  my  boy.  J 

right,    Oh!  cling  to  the  Bi  -  ble,  my  boy. 
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liv-ing  or  dy-ing,  all  else  let-ting  go,      Oh,  cling  to  theBi-ble,my     boy. 
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THE      HOLY      SCRIPTURES. 


No.  111. 

T.  McDOUGALL. 


Guard  the  Bible  Well. 
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1.  Guard  the    Bi  -  ble  well,    All    the  foes     re  -  pel,   The  sweet  sto  -  ry    tell 

2.  Book      of  love    di  -  vine,  Pre-cious  word    of  Thine,  Let     it      ev  -  er  shine 

3.  Shout   the    Bi  -  ble  song,  Swell  the  might  -y  throng,  In     the  cause  be  strong, 

4.  Oh,    ye  Chris-tian  band,  For  this    Bi  -  ble  stand,  By     the  Lord's  command, 


Of   the  Lord;  Guard  what  God  re-vealed,  As    our   sun    and  shield ;  Nev-er 
All     a -broad;     In     the  Spir  -  it's  might,  We  must  win     the  fight,  For  this 
Of  the  right:  Look  to    God     in  pray'r,  When  the  f oe    you  dare,  And  for- 
Ne'er  give  o'er;  Lead  the     ar  -  my     on,     Till    the  strife   is    done,  And    the 


?i 


i     I 


t=t 


*=r= 


-^ 


Chorus. 

-I — u 


I     I 


'£=*± 


¥ 


i=t 


E^±£ 


& 


-  *  w       •       P 
nev  -  er  yield  His   ho  -  ly  word,  s 
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cause  is    won,  For    ev  -  er-more. 
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Work     on,    pray     on,   Spread  the    truth      a -broad;  Stand,  then,  like    men, 
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In     the  cause  tri-umph-ant,    For   the     Bi  -  ble       is    the  word   of   God. 


No.  112. 


C.  C   C. 


GOSPEIi     PROCLAMATION. 

Quit  You  Like  Men" 

In  memory  of  .*/.  M.  sltkinson. 

Copyright,  mcm,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


C.  C.  CLINE. 


1. 

2. 
3. 
4. 

P 


'Quit  you  like  men !  be  strong  in  the  Lord,"  "Fight  the  good  fight/'with  Faith's  mighty  sword, 

"Quit  you  like  men !"  for  God  and  the  right,  O-pen  the  world  to  Christ's  blessed  light; 

"Quit  you  like  men!"  with  sanctified  gold,Bless  the  old  Soldier  whose  suff 'rings  untold, 

"Quit  you  like  men !"  in  God's  mighty  pow'r,"Do  with  your  might"  the  deeds  of  the  hour, 
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Capture  the  throne  of    Er-ror's  do-main,    0  -  ver  rent  Zi-on  establish  Christ's  reign 

Ral  -  ly  the  strong,  the  true  and  the  brave,  Rescue  the  fallen  from  sin  and  the  grave. 

Si-lent-ly  pleads  for  help  you  can  give,  Help  long  with-held   to  self  -  ish-ly    live. 

"Give,  freely  give,  and  you  shall  receive,"  "Blessings  and  honor  and  glo-ry  a-bove." 
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Watch  ye!      standfast    in    the  faith,"  "Quit  you  like  men,  be  strong;' 
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W 


Sf 


3=P* 


' 


V— > 


S=p: 


N=N^fc 


p 


JbUAJUl 


/?«. 


P   * 


i 


2^: 


t=t 


9 


'Fight  the  good  fight     un  -  til     death,"  Thence  the  tri  -  umph  -  ant      song. 
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113. 

B.  W. 


harvest  Reapers. 


I.   B.   WOODBURY. 
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Ho!  reap  -  ers  of  life's  harvest,  Why  stand  with  rusted  blade,  Un-til  the  night  draws 
Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickle,  And  gath  -  er   in    the  grain;  The  night  is  fast  ap- 
Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom,  And  crush  each  er-ror  low;  Keep  back  no  word  of 
■*-  ■+■■»-     -0-  i&-      +-  +.-&.+.  ■#•■#. 


3btz 


h*-J — l — h! — 1-=^ 


«: 


*    # 


if 


3E=t 


* 


rrT'rcrr 


MISSIONARY    BONOS. 

Harvest  Reapers. 


r 

round  thee,  And  day  be -gins  to  fade?  Why  stand  ye  i-  die,  wait- ing  For 
proaching,  And  soon  will  come  a- gain.  The  Mas-tor  calls  fur  reap -era,  And 
knowledge  That     hu-man  hearts  should  know,  Be  faithful     to    thy  mis-sion,  In 


reap-ers  more  to  come?  The  gold-en  morn  is  pass-ing;  Why  sit  ye  i  -  die,  dumb? 
shall  He  call  in  vain?  Shall  sheaves  lie  there  ungathered,  And  waste  upon  the  plain? 
serv-ice  of  the  Lord,  And  then    a  gold-en  chap-let  Shall  be    thy  just  re-ward. 
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Doers  of  the  Word. 


COPtRIGHT,  MCM,  BY  C.    C.  CtlNE. 
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EL.   NATHAN. 
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1.  Once  more  we  come  God's  word  tohear,The  word  so  pure  and  holy ;  Now  grant  us,Lord,a 

2.  The  life  of  God  is  in  His  word,  And  who-so-e'er  be-  liev-eth  The  record  there  of 

3.  The  word  of  God  by  faith  received  Begins  a  new  ere  -  a  -  tion,  And  he  who  hath  in 

4.  So    let  us  not  for-get-  ful  be,  But  ev-er,  al-ways  heed-ing,  That  others  in  our 
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list'ning  ear,  A  spir  -  it  meek  and  low  -  ly, 
Christ  the  Lord  E-ter  -  nal  life  re  -  ceiv  -  eth ; 
Christ  believed  Hath  hope  of  full  sal  -  va  -  tion; 

lives  may  see  Our  Father's  gracious  pleading, 


For  if  we  hear  and  heed  it  not,  We 
But  if  we  hear,  be-liev-ing  not,  We 
But  if  we  hear  and  DO  it  not,  We 
For  if  we  hear  and  live  it  not  We 
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hear  for  condemnation,For,"doers  of  the  word,"we're  taught,  Are  heirs  of  Christ's  salvation. 
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GOSPEL   PBOCLAMATION. 

No.  115.  I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


CATHARINE   HANKEY. 
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WILLIAM  G.  FISCHER. 
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sto  -  ry,  Of    un-seen  things  a  -  bove,  Of    Je  -  sua 
sto  -  ry,  More  won-der-f ul    it  seems  Than  all    the 
sto  -  ry,  Tis  pleas-ant  to     re-peat  What  seems,each 
sto  -  ry ;  For  those  who  know  it    best  Seem  nun  -  ger- 
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Of     Je  -   sus  and  His  -love.     I     love  to  tell  the 

Of     all      our  gold-en  dreams.  I    love  to  tell  the 

More  won  -  der-ful  -  ly    sweet.  I    love  to  tell  the 

the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of 


and    His  glo  -  ry, 

gold  -  en    fan  -  cies 

time    I      tell    it, 

ing    and  thirst-ing 
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To    hear     it    like  the 
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sto-  ry,  Be-cause    I  know  'tis    true;      It    sat  -is -lies  my  long-ings, 

sto  -  ry,  It    did     so  much  for      me;    And  that    is  just  the    rea-son 

sto  -  ry;  For  some  have nev-  er    heard    The  mes-sage  of    sal-va-tion 

glo  -  ry,  I    sing    the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be    the  old,  old    sto  -  ry 
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Chorus. 
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As  noth  -  ing  else  can  do. 

I      tell     it  now  to  thee.  [^    j 
From  God's  own  ho  -  ly  word,  r 
That    I  have  loved  so  long  J 
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love    to  tell  the    sto  -  ry,  'Twill  be    my 
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theme  in    glo  -  ry,    To    tell  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry      Of    Je-sus  and  His  love. 


No.  116. 


MISSIONARY   SONGS. 


The  Wondrous  Story. 


Rev.   R.   H.   McOANIEL. 


R.  S.  HANNA. 


1.  I    will   sing      to    you     of    Je  -  sus,  Of   His  love     for    sin  -  ful    men; 

2.  On    the    cru  -    el  cross   be  -  hold  Him,  SufFring    ag  -    o  -  ny    un  -  told; 

3.  Hear  Him  say  -  ing,  "It      is     fin-ished,"  See,  He  bows    His  head  and    dies; 

4.  Yon-der  in       the  tomb  be  -  hold  Him,  Pale  and  cold    in  death  He     lies; 
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How  He    died     on    Cal-vary's  mountain,    To      re-deem  them  from  all    sin. 
While  the   sun       is  veiled    in  dark-ness,  The    sad  scene  will  not   be  -  hold. 
While  all    na  -  ture  seems  to    sor  -  row,  Earth   is  quak  -  ing,  dark  the  skies. 

Till  the  morn  when  He    tri-umph  -  ant      0  -  ver    ev  -  'ry    foe  shall  rise. 
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Sin-ner,    list        -        -    en     to    the    sto                           ry,  'Tis    so 

Sin  -  ner,  list  -  en       to      the      sto  -  ry       ev  •    er      new, 
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won    -    -   d'rous  and  so  true;  Hear  it      now,  and 

'Tis    so  vrond'rous  and  so  true,  Yes,  'tis  true,  Hear  it  now,  and 


oh,    be- 

oh,     be- 


lieve  it,  Je 

lieve      it,      oh,      be  •  lieve      it, 


bled  and  died  for 

Je  -  sus  bled  and  died  for 


you. 
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No.  117. 


FRANCES  R.    HAVERGAL 


GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

Tell  it  Out. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 


1.  Tell  it   out  among  the  nations,that  the  Lord  is  King!  Tell  it  out!        Tell  it 

2.  Tell  it  out  among  the  nations  that  the  Sav-ior  reigns;  Teliitout! 

3.  Tell  it   out  among  the  people,  Je-sus  reigns  a  -  bove;  \\   \-~ 
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Tell    it     out, 


Si^fe^ 


a-mong  the  heath-en,  bid  them  shout  and  sing; 
a-mong  the  heathen,  bid  them  break  their  chains; 
a-mong  the    na-tions  that  His  reign  is    love; 
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shall  increase,  That  the  mighty  King  of  glo-ry  is  the   King  of  Peace;  Tell  it 
Je-sus  lives,  Tell  it    out   a-mong  the  weary  ones  what  rest  He  gives,  Tell    it 
lanes  at  home,  Let   it    ring  a-cross  the  mountains  and  the  ocean's  foam,  That  the 
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out  with  ju  -  bi-la-tion,  let  the  song  ne'er  cease,Tell  it  out! 

out  among  the  sinners  that  He  came  to    save,  Tell  it  out! 

wea  -  ry,  heav-y-lad-en,  need  no  long-  er   roam;Tell  it  out! 
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Tell  it 
Tell    it 
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out! 
out! 
out! 
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MISSIONARY  BONOS. 

Seeking  the  Lost. 


W.  A.   0. 


Used  by  Permission. 
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1.  Seeking  the  lost,  yes,  kindly  en-treat- ing  Wanderers  on  the  mountain  a  -  stray; 

2.  Seekingthe  lost,  and  pointing  to  Jesus,  Souls  that  are  weak,andhearts  that  aresore; 

3.  ThusI  would  go  on  mis-sions  of  mer-cy,  Fol-low-ing  Christ  from  day  nnto  day; 
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'Come  un  -  to  me,"  His  message  re-peat-ing,  Words  of  the  Master  speaking  to  -  day. 
Leading  them  forth  in  ways  of  sal-va  -  tion,  Showing  the  path  to  life  ev  -  er  -  more. 
Cheering  the  faint,  and  raising  the  fall-en ;  Pointing  the  lost  to  Je  -  sus  the    way. 
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So-  in?    a  -  far 
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up  -  on  the  mountain, 
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Go  -  ing   a  -  f  ar     .     .      .     .      up  -  on  the  moun  -  tain,  Bringing  the 
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Bringing  the  wand'rer  back    a  gain,  back  a  -  gain, 
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Je  -  sus  the  Lamb  for    sln-nera  slain,  for  sinm 


deem    -   er.. Je-aus the  Lamb... for  sin-ners  slain 


No.  119. 


GOSPEL    PROCLAMATION. 

He  Was  Not  Willing. 


L.  R.  M. 
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BY   PERMISSION   OF   LUCY    RIDER   MEYER, 
O'.VNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 

LUCY  RIDER  MEYER. 
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1.  "He  was  not  will-ing  that  a-  ny  should  per-ish;"  Je-sus  enthroned  in    the 

2.  "He  was  not  will  -  ing  that  a  -  ny  should  per-ish;"  Clothed  in  our  flesh  with  its 

3.  Plen  -  ty  of  pleas-ure,  but  lit  -  tie  for    Je- sus;  Time  for  the  world,with  its 

4.  "He  was  not  will-ing  that  a-  ny  should  per-ish;"  Am    I    His  fol-low-er, 
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glo-ry    a-bove,    Saw  our  poor  fall-en  world,  pit  -  ied  our  sorrows,  Poured  out  His 
sorrow  and  pain,  Came  He  to  seek  the   lost,  comfort  the  mourner,  Heal  the  heart, 
troubles  and  toys,  No  time  for    Je-sus'  work,  f eed-ing  and  hun  -  gry,  Lif t-ing  lost 
and  can  I    live    Long-er  at  ease  with   a    soul  go-ing  downward,  Lost  for  the 
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life  for  us — wonderful  love!     Per-ish-ing,  per-ish-ing!  Thronging  our  pathway, 
bro-kenby  sorrow  and  shame.  Per-ish-ing,  per-ish-ing!  Har-vestis    pass-ing, 
souls  to     e-  ter-ni-ty's  joys.     Per-ish-ing,  per-ish-ing!  Hark,  how  they  call  us: 
lack  of  the   help  I  might  give?  Per-ish-ing,  per-ish-ing!  Thou  wast  not  will-ing: 
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Hearts  break  with  burdens  too      heav-y     to    bear, 
Reap-ers  are  few   and   the  night  draweth  near; 

"Bring  us  your  Sav  -  ior,   oh,      tell  us    of    Him!     We    are  so   wea  -  ry,     so 
Mas  -  ter,  f  or-give,  and     in  -  spire  us     a  -new;     Ban  -  ish  our  world-li  -  ness 


Je-sus  would  save,  but  there'; 
Je  -  sus  is    call  -  ing  thee, 
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MISSIONARY    SONGS. 

He  Was  Not  Willing. 
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no    one    to     tell    them.  No     one     to     lift  them  from  sin  and    de-spair. 
haste    to    the  reap  -  ing,  Thou  shalt  have  souls,  pr  lis  for  thy    hire. 

heav  -  i  -  ly      la  -  den,  And  with  long  weep-ing  our  eyes  have  grown  dim.' 
help    us      to     ev  -    er    Live  with     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty'a  val  -  ues    in    view. 
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Do  Something  For  Jesus. 

Copyright,  is?.*,  6' A.  F.  Myers. 
Used  by  permission. 
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1.  Go  out    in  the  highways  and  hedg-es,  And  gath-er  the  wanderers     in; 

2.  Go  earn-est  -  ly,  plead  with  the  wayward,  And  help  them  to  enter  the  fold, 

3.  Oh,  tes  -  ti  -  fy  free  -  ly    for  Je  -  sus,  Yield  ful-lv  to  His  sweet  control, 
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Per-suade  them  to  come  and  seek  mercy  Of  Je  -  sus  who'll  pardon  their  sin. 
Do  something,  my  brother,  for  Je  -  sus,  For  you  He  bore  sorrows  un  -  told. 
Tell  oth  -  ers  the  hope  that  you  cher-ish,  And  blessings  that  gladden  your  soul. 
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Chorus. 
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Do  somethingfor  Je-sus  to  -  day 
JL  JL'JL  JL 


Do  somethingfor  Jesus  to  -  day; 
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Be  faithful  and  true,  Your  life  journey  thro';  Do  something  for  Jesus  to-day. 
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GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

The  Gail  Tor  Reapers. 


J     0.  THOMPSON. 
Spirited. 


Copyright.  1885.  e*  Pkrups  &  Hunt. 


J.  B.  0.  CLEMM. 


§s«^ 


2£=* 


*y      t'dr-i^r^f-Vt 


-*    0 q    -g= 


*T 


<^— 


1.  Far  and- near    the  fields  are  teem-  ing,  With  the  waves  of  rip- en  ed  grain; 

2.  Send  them  forth  with  morn's  first  beaming,  Send  them  in  the  noon  -  tide  glare; 

3.  Oh,  thou,  whom  thy  Lord  is    send  -  ing,  Gath-er  now  the  sheaves  of  gold, 


rmi 


*H44±timhkSmmm 


7^. 


Far  and    near  their  gold  is  gleam  -  ing,  O'er  the    sun  -  ny  slope  and  plain. 
When  the    sun's  last  rays  are  gleam  -  ing,  Bid  them  gath  -  er    ev  -  'ry- where. 
Heavenward,  then,    at    evening  wend  -  ing,  Thou  shalt  come  with  joy    un  -  told. 
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Lord  of    har- vest,  send  for    reap -ers!  Hear  us,  Lord,  to    Thee    we  cry; 
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Send  them   now  the  sheaves  to  gath-er,  Ere  the    har- vest  time  pass  by. 
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Your  Mission. 


D.  MARCH, 


S.    M.   GRANNIS 


— Ja 1 -Sj — g— s -P r-T— ^ — S  ■  v-  \ j K— e— V- h 

^4_h_^ -^  N..R J "*—-*-£ -j . A  r,  J  I    h> J»  frj Tj  Jot 


1.  If  you  can  not  cross  the  ocean,  And  the  heathen  lands  explore,  Yon  may  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

2.  If  you  can  not  sing  like  angels,  If  you  can  not  preach  like  Paul.  You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

3.  Let  none  here  you  Ml y  saying,"There  is  nothing  I  can  do,"  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 
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Your  Mission. 


>  K- 


}  m  -s    h  h  St  v v  ^  i 


You  may  help  them  at  your  door;  If  you  can  not  giro  your  thousands,  \  on  can  give  the  widon  smite: 
You  can  say,*' Ho  died  for  all;"  If  yon  can  not  rouse  the  wicked  With  the  judgments  dread  alarms 
And  the  Master  calls  for  you;  Take  the  task  He  gives  you,  gladly,  Let  His  work  your  pleasure  be; 
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And  the  least  you  do  for  Je-sus  Will  bo  precious  in  His  sight,  Will  lie  pre-cious  in  His  sight. 
You  can  lead  the  lit-tle  children  To  the  Savior's  waiting  aims.  To  the  Savior's  waiting  arms. 
Answer  quickly  when  Be  calleth,"Here  am  I,  send  me,  seud  me,  Here  am  I,send  me,  send  me." 
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No.  123.     Me  Shall  Gome  Down  Like  Showers. 


,AMES   MONTGOMERY. 


Copyright,  MCM, 
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1.  He  shall  come  down  like  show-ers,   Up-on  the  fruit-ful  earth,  And  love,  and 

2.  A  -  rab-ia's  des-ert  -  rang  -  er    To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee;  The    E-'thi- 

3.  Kings  shall  fall  down  be-f  ere  Him,  And  gold  and  incense  bring:  All    na  -  tions 


joy,  like  flowers  Spring  in  His  path  to  birth:  Be-fore  Him,on  the  mountains,Shall 
o-pian  stran-ger  His  glo  -  ry  came  to  see:  With  off 'rings  of  de  -  vo-tion,Ships 
shall  a-dore  Him,  His  praise  all  peo-ple  sing;  For  He  shall  have  do-min-ion  O'er 
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peace  the  herald  go,  And  righteousness  in  fountains  From  hill  to  val  -  ley  flow, 
from  the  isles  shall  meet,To  pour  the  wealth  of  o-cean  Intrib-ute  at    His  feet, 
river,  sea  and  shore,  Far  as     the  ea-gle's  pin  -  ion  Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

Who  Will  follow  Jesus? 


E.  HEWITT. 


Copyright,  18>j2,  by  Wm.  j.  Kirkp/>trick. 
Used  by  Permission. 
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1.  Who  will  fol 

2.  Who  will  fol 

3.  Who  will  fol 

4.  Who  will  fol 
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low  Je  -  sus,  Standing  for  the  right,  Hold-ing  up  His  ban  -  ner 
low  Je  -  sus  In  life's  bus  -  y  ways,  Working  for  the  Mas  -  ter, 
low  Je  -  sus?  When  the  tempter  charms,  Fleeing  then,  for  safety- 
low  Je  -  sus    In    His  work  of  love?  Lead-ing  oth-ers  to    Him, 
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In  the  thick-est  fight?  List-'ning  for  His  or  -  ders,  Read-y  to  o  -  bey, 
Giv  -  ing  Him  the  praise?  Ear-nest  in  His  vine-yard,  Hon -or- ing  His  laws, 
To  the  Sav-ior's  arms;-Trust-ing  in  His  mer  -  cy,  Trust-ir.g  in  His  pow'r, 
Lift  -  ing  pray'rs  a  -  bove;  Cour-age,  f  aith-f  ul  serv  -  ant,  In  His  word  we    see, 
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Who    will    fol  -  low  Je  -  sus,  Serv-ing  Him  to  -  day?-.. 
Faith  -  ful     to    His  coun  -  sel,  Watchful  for  His  cause?  L™ 
Seek  -  ing  fresh  re  -  new  -  als    Of  His  grace  each  hour,  f Who  w: 
On    our  side    for  -  ev  -  er  Will  this  Sav  -  ior    be.  ^ 
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Who  will  make  reply,  "I    am  on  the  Lord's  side,  Master,  here  am  I?"  Who  will  follow 
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Je  -  sus?  Who  will  make  re-ply,  "I      am  on  the  Lord's  side,  Master,  here  am  I?" 
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No.  125.     Ill  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go. 
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C     E     ROUNSETELl.        B<    PER. 

CARRIE  E.  ROUNSEFELL. 


1.  It     may  not    be     on  the  mountain's  height,  Or  o  -  ver  the  storm-y       sea; 

2.  Per-haps   to  -  day  there  are  lov  -  ing  words  Which  Je-sus  would  have  me  speak, 

3.  There's  sure-Iy  somewhere  a    low  -  ly  place,   In  earth's  harvest  fields  so    wide, 
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It   may  not     be     at     the  bat  -  tie's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of       me; 
There  may  be  now    in     the  paths  of     sin  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek; 
Where  I    may  la  -  bor  thro' life's  short  day  For    Je  -  sus,  the  cru  -  ci  -    fied; 
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But,    if    by    a    still,  small  voice  He  calls    To  paths  that  I     do    not    know, 
0    Sav  -  ior,  if    Thou  wilt    be    my  guide,  Tho'  dark    and  rugged  the    way, 
So  trust  -  ing  my  ail  to  Thy  ten  -  der  care,  And  knowing  Thou  lov  -  est      me, 
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1 11  answer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech  -  o  the  mes-sage  sweet,  I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll       do^    Thy  will  with  a      heart  sin-cere,    I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to     be. 
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D.  S  -I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear  Lord,  1 7/  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
Refrain.  D.  S. 
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GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

Anywhere  With  Jesus. 
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1.  A  -   ny-where  with  Je  -   sus  I 

2.  A  -  ny-where  with  Je  -  sus  I 

3.  A  -  ny-where  with  Je  -  sus  I 
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can  safe 
am  not 
can  go 


go, 

lone, 

sleep, 
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where    He  leads    me     in      this  world    be 

friends  may  fail     me,  He       is    still      my 

dark  -'ning  shad  -  ows  round  a  -  bout  me 


low; 
own; 
creep; 


A  -  ny-where  with- 
Tho'  His  hand  may 
Know  -  ing    I        shall 
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out    Him,  dear 
lead     me     o   - 
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Chorus. 


£Sfep^d|=EQS^B3 


I  am    not       a    -  fraid. 

is       a  house     of  praise, 

will  be  home,  sweet  home. 
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ny-where!  a  -  ny-where!  Fear  I  can  not 
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MISSIONARY    BONOS. 

Follow  all  the  Way. 
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hi  ,can  ^ar  mySav-i,..-  call-ing,  In  the  tend'rest  ac-cents  call-ing- 
Z.  1  ho  the  way  be  dark  and  drear-y,  Tho' my  feet  be  worn  and  wea-ry, 
6.  Jj-sus.  ev-er  go  be-  fore  me,  Shin-ing  heaven's  sun-light  o'er  me, 
4.  Thro  the  val- ley  safe- ly  lead  me,  Heavn-ly  man-na  dai  -  ly  feed  me; 
b.  In     Thy  heart  s  af-fec-t ion  hold  me,       In   Thy  arms   of  love    en- fold  me, 


On  my  ears  these  words  are  fall-ing,  "Take  thy  cross,  and  dai  -  ly  fol  -  low  me 
let  my  heart  keeps  bright  and  cheery  As  I  fol-low,  fol-low  all  the  way 
And  when  weak,  by  grace  re-store  me  As  I  fol-low,  fol-low 
Ev  - 'ry  hour,  dear  Lord, I  reed  Thee     As 


And  with  Thine  own  grace  uphold  me, 


the  way. 
I  fol-low,  fol-low  all  the  way. 
I      fol-low,  fol-low    all     the  way. 


will  take  my  cross  and  fol-low 
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My  dear  Sav  -  ior    I     will    fol-low, 
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Where  He  leads  me    I    will    fol-low, 
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I'll     go  with  Him,with  Him  all  the  way. 
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6  I  will  never  leave  Thee,  never; 
Faithful  I  will  be  fori 
Help  me  in  my  weak  endeavor 
Thee  to  follow,  follow  all  the  way. 


7  Thro'  death's  dark  and  gloomy  portal, 
Leaving  there  this  body  mortal, 
Into  yonder  home  eternal 
I  will  follow,  follow  all  the  way. 
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ALMEDA  E.  WIGHT. 


GOSPEL   PKOCLAMATION. 

It  Must  Be  Told. 
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1.  'Tis     a  sweet  and  ten  -  der  sto  -  ry, 

2.  'Tis   the    ver  -  y  same   old   sto  -  ry, 

3.  Say  you  *  not  that  un  -  a  -  vail  -  ing 
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How  the    Fa  -  ther  from   a  -  bove 
That  has  warm'd  the  cold  world's  heart, 
Seem  the  words  you  try    to    speak, 
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With  the  pity -ing  eyes   of    love. 

But    its  charms  can  ne'er  de  -  part ; 

It  shall  strengthen  what  is    weak. 
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Look'd  down  on  His  err  -  ing  chil- 
Thro'  the  cent-'ries  that  have  van 
Trust  the     Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it's  unc 
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How  He    sent    His  well  -  be  -  lov  -  ed      For  -  give  -  ness  to    un  -  fold. 

There  are  souls  that  have    not  heard    it,     Some  hearts     so  strangely  cold. 

Go        forth    to    do      His    bid- ding;    The    truth  shall  make  you  bold; 
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That  sweet  and  ten  -  der  sto  -  ry,  0  Chris-tian,  must  be  told. 
To  these,  0  f  al  -  t'ring  Chris  -  tian,  The  sto  -  ry  must  be  told. 
Tho'     few    shall  heed  your      sto  -  ry,      That    sto  -  ry    must     be    told. 
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Chorus. 
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It  must  be     told,  It  must  be    told,  The 

It    must    be    told,    It      must    be    told,      It     must    be    told,      It     must     be    told, 
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MISSIONARY    SONGS. 

It  Must  be  Told. 
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must  be    told;  That  sweet  and  ten  -  der 

must  be  sweet-ly  1 
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sto  -  ry 0    Chris-tian,  must    be    told. 

sto-   ry,  won-droua  sto  -  ry,     O     Chris-tlam,    must      be       oft  -  en  sweet  -  ly    told. 
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No.  129. 


Missionary  Hymn. 


R.  HEBER. 


LOWELL  MASON. 


1.  From  Greenland'.-:  i  -  ey  mountains,  From  In-dia's  cor-al     strand,  Where  Af-ric'; 

2.  What  tho' the  spic-y  breez  -  es  Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle —   Tho'    ev-'ry 

3.  Shall   we,  whose  souls  are  light-ed  By  wis-dom  f  rom  on    high — Shall  we,  to 

4.  Waft — waft,ye  winds,  His  sto-  ry;  And  you,  ye  wa- ters,  roll,       Till,  like  a 
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sun-ny  fountains  Roll  down  their  golden  sand;  From  many  an  ancient  riv 
pros-pect  pleas- es,  And  on-ly  man  is      vile!  In  vain.with  lav-ish  kind- 
man  be-  night-ed,The  lamp  of  life  de  -  ny?    Sal  -  va-tion!  0,  sal  -  va- 
sea  of     glo-ry,  It  spreads  from  pole«to  pole ;  Till,  o'er  our  ransomed  na- 


-  er,  From 
oess,  The 

tion!  The 
ture,  The 


many  a  palm-y  plain,  They  call  us  to  de  -  liv  -  er  Their  land  from  error's  chain- 
gifts  of  God  are  strewn ;  The  heathen,  in  their  blindness,Bow  down  to  wood  and  stone- 

joy-ful  sound  pro-claim.Till  earth's  re-mot-est  nation  Has  learned  Messiah's  name- 
Lamb,  for  sin-ner's  slain,  Re-deem-er,  King,  Cre-a  -  tor,  In  bliss  returns  to    reign. 
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GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

Shout  the  Tidings. 


W.   B.  BRADBURY. 
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1.  Shout  the 

2.  Shout  the 

3.  Shout  the 

4.  Shout  the 
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ti  -  dings 
ti  -  dings 
ti  -  dings 
ti  -  dings 


of  sal  -  va  -  tion  To    the      a  -  ged  and   the  young; 

of  sal-  va  -  tion  O'er  the  prair-ies    of    the  West, 

of  sal  -  va  -  tion,  Ming-ling  with  the    o  -  cean's  roar, 

of  sal  -  va  -  tion  O'er  the    is  -  lands  of    the      sea, 
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Till  the 

Till  each 

Till  the 

Till,  in 


pre  -  cious 
gath-'ring 
ships  of 
hum  -  ble 


in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion  Wak  -  en    ev  -  'ry  heart  and  tongue, 

con-gre  -  ga  -  tion  With  the  gos  -  pel  sound  is    blest, 

ev  -  'ry     na  -  tion  Bear  the  news  from  shore  to  shore, 

ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion,  All      to  Christ  shall  bow  the  knee. 
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Chorus. 
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Send  the  sound  the  earth  around,  From  the  ris-ing  to  the   set-ting  of   the  sun; 
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Till  each  gath'ring  crowd  Shall  proclaim  a  -  loud  The  glo-rious  work   is    done 
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Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


G.  DUFFIELD. 


G.  J.  WEBB. 


1.  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus !  Ye  sol-diers  of  the  cross ;  Lift  high  His  roy-al 

2.  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus!  The  trumpet  call  o  -  bey;  Forth  to  the  mighty 

3.  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus!  Stand  in  His  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 

4.  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus!  The  strife  will  not  be  long;  This  day,  the  noise  of 
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MISSIONARY   SONOS. 

Stand  lip  for  Jesus. 
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ban  -  ner,    It   must  not    suf  -  fer    loss;  From  vie  -  t'ry  un  -  to      vie  -  fry  His 
con-fliet,   In    this  His    glo-rious   day;"Ye   that  are  men  now  serve  Him," A- 

fiil     you — Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own;  Put    on    the  gos-pel      ar  -  mar,  And, 
bat  -  tie;  The  next,  the    vie-tor's  song.   To    him  that  o  -  ver- com  -  eth,  A 


32= 


m 


!; 


?#-# 


-' 


m 


% 


T 


~ 


4— 4- 


fcl 


#=i= 


±=c 


^^ 


W~i — 9 

ar-my  shall  He  lead,  Till     ev  - 'ry  foe  is  vanquished,  And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed, 
gainst  unnumbered  foes;  Let  courage  rise  with  danger,And  strength  to  strength  oppose, 
watching  un-to  pray'r,Where  du  -  ty  calls,or  dan  -  ger,  Be    nev-er  wanting  there, 
crown  of  life  shall  be;    He  with  the  King  of  Glo  -  ry  Shall  reign  e-ter-nal -ly! 
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C    C.   COXE. 


Latter  Day. 


J.  ZUNDEL. 
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1.  We  are  liv-ing,  we  are  dwelling,  In   a  grand  and  aw-ful  time,   In  an  age  on 

2.  Will  ye  play ,then, will  ye  dal-ly,With  your  music  and  your  wine?  Up !  it    is  Je- 

3.  Worlds  are  charsino; — heav'n  "beholding,  Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fkht;  Now  the  blazoned 
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a-ges  tell-ing,  To    be  liv  -  ing    is  sublime.  Hark !  the  waking  up  of  nati-ns.  Geg  and 
hovah's  ral-ly !  God's  own  arm  hath  need  of  tliirae.  Hark !  the  onset !  will  job  fold  yoar  Faith-clad 
cross  unfolding,  On — right  onward. for  the  right !  On!  let  all  the  soul  within  you  For  the 


-*-*- 


* — * — I »'  »  m  +00 


0   •   0 


i 


Magog  to  the  fray.  Hark !  what  s»ua'!eth?  Is  ere  -  a-tion  Groaning  for  its  ht-ter    day? 
arms  in  lazy  lock?   Up,  oh,  up,  thou  drowsy  sol-dier !  Worlds  are  charging  to  the  shock ! 
trath's sake  go  abroad! Strike!  let  ev-'ry  nerve  and  sin-ew  Tell  on  ages — tell  for  God ! 
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A.  S.  KIEFFER. 


GOSPEL  PKOCLAMATION. 

Say,  Are  You  Ready. 


T.C.O'KANE. 
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1.  Should  the  Death  angel  knock  at  thy  chamber,  In  the  still  watch  of  to  -  night, 

2.  Ma  -  ny  sadspir-its  now  are  de-part -ing  In  -  to  the  world  of  de- spair; 

3.  Ma  -  ny  redeemed  ones  now  are  as-C8ndring  In  -  to  the  mansions  of   light; 
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Say,  will  your  spir  -  it  pass  in  -  to  tor-ment,  Or  to  the  land  of  de  -  light? 
Ev  -  'ry  brief  mo-ment  brings  your  doom  nearer;  Sinner,  0  sin-ner,  be  -  ware! 
Je  -  sus    is  plead-ing  high  up    in    glo  -  ry,  Seek-ing  to  save  you  to  -  night. 
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Chorus. 
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Say,  are  you  read-y?  Oh,  are  you  read- y?     If  the  Death  an-gel  should  call; 
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Say,  are  you  read-y?    Oh!  are  you  read-y?  Mer-cy  stands  waiting  for    all. 
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No.  134. 


Too  Late. 


•If 

1.  Late!  late,  so  late!  and  dark  the  night  and  chili-,  Late,  late,  so  late!  but  we  can  enter  still ; 

2.  No  light!  so  late!  and  dark  and  chill  the  night;  Oh,  let  us  in,  that  we  may  find  the  light; 

3.  Have  we  not  heard  the  Bridegroom  is  so  sweet?  Oh,  let  us  in,  that  we  may  kiss  His  feet! 
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ISAAC  WAT! 


GOSPEL.    INVITATION. 

The  Suffering  Savior. 


S.J.  VAIL. 


1.  A-  las!  and    did   my    Sav  -ior  bleed?  And  did    my  Sovereign 

2.  Was     it     for  crimes  that  I      had  done    He  groaned  up  -  on     a 

3.  Well  might  the  sun    in  dark-new  hide,  And  shut  His  glo- 

4.  Thus  might  1     hide  my  blnsh-ing  f ace  While  H  oss  ap- 

5.  But   drops  of    grief  can  ne'er  re  -  pay-    The  debt     of     love   I 


die?  Would 

tree?     A- 
in;  When 
,  Dis- 
owe:  Here, 
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Chorus. 
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He  de-vote  that  sa-cred  head  For  such  a  worm  as  I? 

maz-ing  pity!  grace  unknown!  And  love  beyond  degree! 
God's  own  Son  was  crucified  For  man  the  creature's  sin. 
solve  my  heart  in  thankfulness,  And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 
Lord,  I  give  my  -  self  a-way,  'Tis  all  that  I  can   do. 
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Je  -  sus  died  for  you, 
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^e-sus  died  for    me;  Yes,  Je-sus  died  for  all  mankind;  Bless  God,  salvation's  free. 
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Too  Late. 
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Late,  late,  so  late!  Late,  late,  so  late!  But  we  can  enter  still,  but  we  can  enter  still. 
Oh,  let  us   in,     Oh,  let  us  in,  That  we  may  find  the  light,  that  we  may  find  the  light. 

Oh,  let  us   in,     Oh,  let  us  in,  That  we  may  kiss  His  feet,  that  we  may  kiss  His  feet. 

Chorus. 
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Too  late!  too  late!  Ye  cannot  enter  now!  Too  late!  too  late!  Yecannot  enter  now! 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 


No.  136.  For  You  I  am  Praying. 

S.  O'MALEY  CLUFF.  copyr.ght,  1892,  byc.  c.  cune.  E.  MAUDE  CLINE. 
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have  a  Sav  -  ior,  He's    plead  -  ing  in      glo  -  ry,    A     dear    lov-  ing 

have  a  Fa  -  ther,  to      me       He  has    giv  -  en      A    hope    for    e- 

have  a  robe:   'tis    re  -  splen-dent  in    white-ness,  A  -  wait -ing    in 

have  a  peace — it      is       calm     as    a      riv  -  er —  A    peace  that  the 
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Sav  -  ior,  tho' earth's  friends  be  few;  And  now    He  is  watch-ing  in    ten-der-ness 

ter-  ni-ty,     bless -ed  and   true;  And  soon  will  He    call  me  to  meet  Him  in 

glo  -  ry  my      won-der-ing    view;  Oh,  when    I    re  -  ceive  it,  all   shin-ing  in 

friends  of  this    world  nev-er    knew;  My  Sav-  ior  a-  lone    is  its     Au-thorand 
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Chorus. 
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o'er  me,  And  oh,  that  my    Sav  -  ior  were  your  Sav-ior,  too. 

heav-en,  But  oh,  that  He'd  let    me  bring  you    with  me,  too! 

brightness,  Dear  friend,  could  I  see  you  re  -  ceiv  -  ing  one  too! 

Giv-er,  And  oh, could  I    know  it  was  giv   -   en  to    you! 


For  you    I    am 
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pray-  ing 


Pray-ingfor  you;    Oh,  come  to   the  Sav  -  ior,  He's  pleading  with  you. 
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No.  137. 

c.  c.  c. 


Why  Keep  Jesus  Waiting? 


Used  by  Permission. 
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1.  Why  keep  Je-sus  wait-ing,    Wait-ing  in  the  cold?     He  will  bear  you  gen-tly, 

2.  Why  keep  Je-suswait-ing,    Wait-ing  at  the  door?    Of  t  He  knocketh  soft-ly, 

3.  WThy  keep  Je-sus  pleading,  Plead-ing  at  the  door?     He  would  be  your  Savior, 

4.  Why  keep  Je-sus  wait-ing — Knocking  at  the  door?  Soon  He'll  cease  His  pleading, 
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No.  138. 


GOSrE"L    INVITATION. 

The  Wages  of  Sin. 

Br    PERMISSION  OF   J     J.    HOOD,    OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


W    J.    KIRKPATRICK. 
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1.  [  have  labored  for  thee,  O       sin,       With  en  -  er-gy,  night  and    day, 

2.  ButTve   giv-en  my  youth  and  strength,  My    tal-ents  and  time  to     thee,* 

3.  I  have  slighted  the  voice  of      God,      And  sti-fled  my  concience,  too; 

4.  I  ha  E      earth,     And  ru-ined  my  hopes  of     heav'n, 
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what  shall  I  have  for    my  re-ward,  And  what  is  my  ut  -  most  pay? 
I  have  bartered  a-way   my  words  of  truth,  And  nothing  remains  to    me. 
I  have  done  despite  to    the  Spirit's  pow'r,  In  striving  thy  work  to     do. 
And        on-ly  for  thee  I've  lived  and  toiled,  And  now,what  reward  is    giv'n? 
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Chorus. 
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'The  wa-ges  of   sin    is       death,"       All  that  is  promised,  you    know, 
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Noth-ing  but  d^ath,  e  -  ter  -  nal  death,   Bit-ter    re-morse   and     woe. 
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Why  Keep  Jesus  Waiting? 

i*-*     (  I    Sit.  im 


plore. 


Gen-tlyto    His    fold;    See  Him, soul, and  o  -  pen,  O-pen,  I  im  -  plore. 

Soft  -  ly,  o'er  and    o'er;  Hear  Him,  soul,  and  o  -  pen,  O-pen,  I  im  -  plore. 

Ev-er,ev-  er- more;  Love  Him,  soul,  and  o-pen,  O-pen,  I  im  -  plore 

Yes,  for  ev  -  er- more:  Come,  poor  soul,  o- bey  Him,  O-pen,  I  im  -  plore. 


GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 


No.  139.    Though  Your  Sins  be  as  SGarlet. 


F.  J.  CROSBY. 

Duet.    Gently 


By    PERMISSION   Or   W.    H.    DOANE.  OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


W.   H.   DOANE. 
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l."Tho'  your  sins     be    as  scar-let,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow;      as   snow; 

2.  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  Oh,  re- turn  ye  un-to  God!      to     God! 

3.  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions  And  remember  them  no  more;     no   more; 
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Tho' they  be 

He    is      of 

"Look  un  -  to 


red like  crim-son,They  shall  be       as    wool? 

great      ....  com-  pas-sion,  And  of    won-drous  love; 
Me,    .     .     .     .     .    ye    peo-ple,"  Saith  the  Lord  your  God; 


"Tho' your  sins       be    as    scar -let,  Tho' your  sins  be     as  scar -let, 

Hear  the  voice    that  en-treats  you,  Hear  the  voice  that  en-treats  you, 

He'll   for  -  give  your  trans-gres-sions,  He'll  for -give  your  transgressions, 
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They  shall  be       as  white  as    snow,  They  shall  be      as    white  as  snow." 
Oh,  re -turn     ye    un-to     God!     Oh,  re- turn     ye       un-to     God! 
And  re  -  mem  -  ber  them   no    more,  And  re -mem -ber   them  no  more. 
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At  the  Door. 


Dr.  A.    B.  EVERETT. 
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1.  Who  at  thy  door  is  stand-ing,    Pa-tient-ly  drawing  near,  Entrance  within  de- 

2.  Lone-ly  without  He's  stay-ing:  Lone-ly  with-in  am      I;  While  I  am  still  de- 

3.  All  thro'  the  dark  hours  dreary,  Knocking  a-gain  is      He ;  Je-sus,  art  Thou  not 

4.  Door  of  my  heart,  I      has-ton!  Thee  will  I    0  -  pen   wide;  Tho'  He  re-buke  and 
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GOSPEL,    INVITATION. 

At  the  Door. 

Refrain. 
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mand-ing?  \\  hose  La  the  \  oic  •  I   hear.' 

lay-ing,  Will  He  not  p 

wea-ry.  Wait-ing  so  long  f  or  me?  fleetly  the  tones  are  fall  ing:    '0  -pen  the 
chas-ten,  He  shall  with  me  a  -  bide. 
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door  for    me!        If  thou  wilt  heed  my  call  -  ing,    I      will  a-bide  with  Thee. 
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No.  141. 


A  Sinner  like  Me! 


C.   J.   B. 


Slow. 
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C.   j.   BUTLER 
N     S     ^   s 


1.  I  was  once  far  away  from  the  Savior,  And  as  vile  as  a  sin-ner  could  be; 
2.1  wan  -  dered  on  in  the  darkness,  Not  a  ray  of  light  could  I  see; 
3.  And  then,  in  that  dark,lonely  hour,       The   message  came  sweetly  to    me, 
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And  I  wondered  if  Christ  the  Redeemer  Could  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 
And  the  tho't  filled  my  heart  with  sadness,There's  no  hope  for  a  sinner  like  me. 
Saying,  Christ  the  Redeemer  has  pow-er        To     save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 
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4  I  listened:  and  lo!  'twas  the  Savior 

That  was  speaking  so  kindly  to  me; 
I  cried,  "I'm  the  chief  of  sinners, 
Thou  canst  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me!' 

5  I  then  obeyed  my  dear  Savior, 

And  oh,  what  a  joy  came  to  me! 
My  heart  was  filled  with  His  praises, 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 
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6  No  longer  in  darkness  I'm  walking, 

For  the  light  is  now  shining  on  me; 
And  now  unto  others  I'm  telling 

How  He  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 

7  And  when  life's  journey  is  over, 

And  I  the  dear  Savior  shall  see, 
I'll  praise  Him  forever  and  ever 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 
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No.  142. 


Take  Me  as  I  Am. 


CHARLOTTE   ELLIOTT. 
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Melody  by  J  .    H     STOCKTON. 
Har.  by  W.  J.    K. 
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1.  Just  as  I     am,  with-out  one  plea,  But  .that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for    me, 

2.  Just  as  I     am,  and  wait-ing   not  To    rid    my    soul    of  one  dark  blot — 

3.  Just  as  I     am,  tho'  tossed  a-bout,  With  ma  -  ny  a  con-flict,  ma-ny  a  doubt, 

4.  Just  as-  I     am,  Thou  wilt  re-ceive,  Wilt  wel-come,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 

5.  Just  as  I     am — Thy  love,  unknown,  Hasbro-ken     ev  -  'ry  bar- rier down; 
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And    that  Thou  bidst  me    come    to  Thee,    0  Lamb    of  God,  I      come. 

To    Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  0  Lamb    of  God,  I      come. 

With  fears  with  -  in,    and    foes  with  -  out,    0  Lamb    of  God,  I      come. 

Be  -  cause  Thy  prom  -  ise      I       be  -  lieve,  0  Lamb    of  God,  I      come. 

Now    to       be  Thine,  yea,  Thine    a  -  lone,  0  Lamb    of  God,  I      come. 
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D.  S. — Since  for   sin   Thy  blood    a-tones,     0  Lamb  of  God.    I     come. 
Refrain.  D.  S. 
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Take    me      as       I         am, Take      me     as       I        am; And 

Take      me,      take    me        as        I      am,     Take      me,      take    me        as        I      am; 
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No.  143. 


Woodworth.    L.  M. 


(Second  Tune.) 
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Just    as      I     am,  with  -  out    one  plea,  But  that  Thv  blood  was  shed  for  me; 
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I  come,  I        come. 
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And  that  Thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee,  0  Lamb  of  God,     I  come,  I 
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No.  144. 


J.   H.  SAMMIS. 


GOSPEL    INVITATION. 

Trust  and  Obey. 

Copyright,  1887,  by  D.  B.  Towner.    By  per 
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0.  B.  TOWNER. 
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When  we  walk  with  the  Lord  In  the  light   of  His  word,  What  a    glo  -  ry  He 
Not    a  shad -ow  can    rise,  Not    a  cloud  in  the  skies,  But  His  smile  quickly 
Not    a    bur -den  we    bear,  Not    a    sor  -  row  we  share,  But  our  toil  He  doth 
But  we  nev  -  er  can  prove  The  de-lights  of  His    love,  Un  -  til    all  on  the 
Then  in    fel  -  low-ship  sweet  We  will    sit    at  His    feet,  Or  we'll  walk  by  His 
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way! 

While  we    do 

His  good 

will, 

He      a  -  bides  by 

us 

drives  it      a  - 

way; 

Not     a  doubt 

nor    a 

fear, 

Not     a    sigh  nor 

a 

rich  -  ly    re- 

pay; 

Not     a  grief 

nor    a 

loss, 

Not      a  frown  nor 

a 

al  -  tar  we 

lay, 

For    the    f a - 

vor  He    i 

shows, 

And    the    joy  He 

be- 

side    in   the 

way; 

What  He  says 

we  will 

do, 

Where  He  sends  we 

will 
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Chorus. 


still,  And  with   all    who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

tear,  Can    a  -  bide  while  we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

cross,  But    is  blest    if     we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

stows,  Are  for  them  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

go,  Nev  -  er  fear,  on  -  ly  trust  and  o  -  bey. 


>Trust  and  o  -  bey,  for  there's 
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no  oth  -  er    way    To  be   hap  -  py    in    Je  -  sus,  but  to  trust  and    o  -  bey. 


No.  145. 


Mrs.  ELLEN    H.   GATES. 


GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

Prodigal  Child. 

BY    PERMISSION    OF  W.   H.    DOANE. 

Owner  of  Copyright. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
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1.  Come  home!  come  home!  You  are  wea  -  ry    at  heart,  For  the  way  has  been 

2.  Come  home!  come  home!  For  we  watch  and  we  wait,  And  we  stand  at   the 

3.  Come  home!  come  home!  From  the  sor-row  and  blame,  From  the  sin  and   the 

4.  Come  home!  come  home!  There  is  bread  and  to  spare,  And     a  warm  wel-come 
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dark,  ■  And    so    lone  -  ly    and      wild; 
gate,  While  the  shad- ows  are      piled; 
shame,  And  the  tempt  -  er  that    smiled, 
there;  Then,  to  friends  rec  -  on  -  ciled, 
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0,  prod  -  i  -  gal  child!  Come 

0,  prod  -  i  -  gal  child!  Come 

0,  prod  -  i  -  gal  child!  Come 

0,  prod  -  i  -  gal  child!  Come 
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home!  oh,  come  home!  Come  home,  come  home,  Come,  oh,  come  home. 

Come  home,    come  home,  come  home. 
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No.  146.        While  Jesus  Whispers  to  You. 


W.  E.  WITTER. 


By  Permission  of  the  Author. 


H.   R.    PALMER. 


,     \  \\  hile  Je  -  sus  whis-pers  to    you,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

i  While  we  are  pray  -  ing  for  you,  [Omit ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

2    j  Are    you  too  heav  -  y     la  -  den?  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

/    Je  -sus  will  bear  your  bur-den,  [Omit ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

o    {    Oh,  hear  His  ten- der  pleading,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

(  Come, and  re-ceive  thebless-ing, [Omit.     .     .     .  _.  ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come'' 
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GOSPEl,    IN\  I  I  ATION. 

Fountain. 


WM.  COWPER. 


American  melody. 
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There  is  a  fountain  filled  witfcHeod,Drawi  from  ImmanuePs  veins,  And  sinners,  plunged  be- 
0  Lamb  of  God!  Thy  precious  blood  ShaU  never  lose  its  powV,  Till  all  theransomed 
Ere  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream  Thy  flowing  wounds  supply,  Redeeming  love  has 
And  when  this  lispmg,8tamnriig  tongue  Lies  si-lent  in  the  grave,  Then,  in   a  no-bler, 
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neath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilt  -y   stains,  Lose  all  their  guilt -y  stains,  Lose 

church  of  God  Are  saved,  to    sin     no  more,  Are  saved,  to  sin     no       more,  Are 

been  my  theme,  And  shall  be   till      I       die,  And  shall    be  till      I         die,  And 

sweet-er  song,  I'll  sing  Thy  pow'r  to     save,  I'll  sing  Thy  pow'r  to      save,  I'll 
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all  their  guilt  -  y  stains ;  And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains 
saved,  to   sin    no  more;  Till   all  the  ransomed  church  of  God  Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more, 
shall  be   till      I     die:   Re-deem-ing  love  has  been  my  theme,  And  shall  be  till  I    die. 
sing  Thy  pow'r  to  save ;  Then,  in     a  nobler,  sweeter  song,  I'll  sing  Thy  pow'r  to  save, 
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While  Jesus  Whispers  to  You. 
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(  Now   is    the    time  to    own  Him,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

I  Now   is    the    time  to  know  Him,  [Omit ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

(    Je-suswill     not  de-ceive  you,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

(    Je-sus  can    now  re  -deem  you,  [Omit.     ....    ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

(  While  Je-sus  whis-pers     to    you,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 

/  While  we  are  pray- ing  for    you,  [Omit.     .     .     .  ^    ]  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 
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GOSPEL  PKOCXAMATION. 

All  to  Christ  I  Owe. 


Mrs.   E.  M.  HALL. 
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1.  I      hear  the  Sav  -  ior  say,  "Thy  strength  indeed  is  small;  Child  of  weakness, 

2.  Lord,  now   in  -  deed  I    find  Thy  pow'r  and  Thine  a  -  lone,    Can  change  the 

3.  For    noth-ing  good  have    I  Where  -  by  Thy  grace  to  claim — I'll     wash  my 

4.  And  when    be-fore  the  throne    I  stand    in  Him  com-plete,     I'll       lay    my 


Chorus. 


watch  and  pray,  Find    in  me  Thine  all     in     all.">, 


lep  -  er's  spot,     And      melt  the  heart  of  stone.  1      Je  _  sug       -d    ..        ^ 
gar-ments  white  In     the  blood  of  Calv'ry's  Lamb,  j  v 

tro-phies  down,     All        down   at    Je  -  sus'  feet. 


All     to  Him  I    owe,     Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain,  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 
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Trusting. 


wm.  Mcdonald. 
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1.  I      am    com  -  ing     to      the  cross;      I      am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 

2.  Long  my  heart    has  sighed  for  Thee;  Long  has     e    -  vil  reigned  with  -  in: 

3.  Here  I      give'  my     all       to  Thee — Friends,  and  time,  and  earth -ly  store; 

4.  In  the    prom  -  is  -  es        I  trust;       I  with  Christ    am    cru   -  ci-fied; 
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am    trust- ing fLprd,  in    Thee,    Blest    Lamb    of  Cat  -    va-ry; 
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GOSPEL   INVITATION. 

Only  Trust  Him. 


J.   H.    S. 


J.   H.  STOCKTON. 


1.  Come,   ev  - 'ry  soul    by  sin  oppressed, There's  mercy  with  the  Lord,  And  He    will 

2.  For     Je  -sos  shed  His  precious  blood,  Rich  blessings  to  be-stow;  Plunge  now  in- 

3.  Yes,    Je-sus   is  the  Truth,  the  Way,  That  leads  you  in  -  to     rest;    Be-lieve   in 

4.  Come,  then,  and  join  this   ho  -  ly  band,  And   on    to    glo-ry     go,      To  dwell  in 
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sure  -  ly   give  you  rest,  By  trust-ing  in     His  word. 

to    the  crim-son  flood  That  wast 

Him  with  -  out   de- lay,  And  you 

that  ce  -  les  -  tial  land,Where  joys  im-mor-tal  flow. 
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st-ing  in  His  word.> 
,sh-es  white  as  snow.  I 
u  are  f ul  -  ly  blest,  j 
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On  -  ly  trust  Him,  on  -  ly 


trust  Him,  Only  trust  Him  now;  He  will  save  you,He  will  save you,He  will  save  you  now. 
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Trusting. 
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I      am  count  -  ing    all      but  dross;     I    shall  Thy     sal  -  va  -  tion    find. 

Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to     me —    "I     will  cleanse  you  from    all      sin." 

Soul  and     bod  -  y    Thine    to      be —  Whol  -  ly  Thine — for    ev  -   er  -  more. 

I      am    pros-trate  in      the    dust;  Lord,  with  Thee    let    me       a  -  bide. 
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Hum-bly    at    Thy  cross     I    boa;  Save  me,    Je  •  sus,  save    me   now. 
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GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

In  the  Gross. 
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1.  I  am  com-ing  to  the  cross,  I  am  count-ing  all  but  dross,  All  in  which  I've 
2.1  am  com-ing,  Lord,to  Thee,  Thou  canst  make  and  keep  me  free,  Here  I  now  be- 
3.  I    am  trusting    in  Thy  blood,  In  the  pure  and  crimson  flood,  Flowing  now  both 
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put  my  trust,  I  have  trampled  in  the  dust."! 
fore  Thee  stand,  I   will  bow  at  Thy  command.  >Coming  now,  com-ing  now,   At  the 
full  and  free,  Shed  forme,  yes,  e-ven  me  J 
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blest  command  I  bow;    I  am  counting  all  but  dross,  Je-sus,  save  me  in  Thy  cross, 
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The  Cleansing  Blood. 
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1.  The  blood,  the  blood,  the    pre-cious  blood  That  flowed  on    Cal-va-  ry, 

2.  Not      all  the  beasts  at        al  -  tars  slain  Could  wash   a  -  way   my  guilt, 

3.  At       Je-sus  feet  pros  -  trate  I'll    fall,  For     me    He    did     a -tone; 
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For  sin     a-tones— a      crim-son  flood,  Can  save    a  wretch  like  me. 

But  Je  -  sus'  blood  can  cleanse  its  stain,  For  it    for     sin    was  spilt. 

He  is     my   God  and     Lord  of     all,    I'll  trust  in     Him    a   -  lone. 
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The  Gleansing  Blood. 
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The      blood,  the       blood,  That  flowed  on     Cal  -  va   - 

The  blood,  tti.  I.lood, 
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Can       cleanse  my       soul,  And   wash  my    sins     a  -  way. 

Can  cleanse  my    soul, 
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Almost  Persuaded, 

Bv  PSBMiSSiOH  OF  Tk'E  JOHN  CHURCH  CO 


P.    P.   BLISS 


-r 

1.  "Al-most    per-suad  -  ed"     now   to      be  -  lieve; 

2.  "Al-most    per-suad  -  ed>"  come,  come  to  -  day; 

3.  "Al-most    per-suad  -  ed,"    har-vest    is  past! 


Al-most  per  -  suad  -  ed" 

Al-most  per  -  suad  -  ed," 

Al-most  per   suad-ed," 
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Christ    to       re  -  ceive.      Seems  now  some  soul 
turn    not       a  -  way.  Je  -  sus      in  -  vites 

doom  comes   at      last!        "Al  -  most    can  -  not 
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to    say,  "Go,  Spir  -  it, 

you  here,    An  -  gels     are 

a-  vail,."Al  -  most"  is 
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go     Thy  way,  Some  more     con  -  ven  -  ient 
lin-g'ring  near,  Pray'rs  rise  from  hearts  so    dear, 
but      to     fail!    Sad,     sad    that    bit  -  ter  wail,- 


On     Thee    I'll      call." 
0       wan  -  drer,  come!" 
'Al  -  most,  but    tost/" 
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GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

The  Ninety  and  Nine. 

(Should  be  sung  only  as  a  Solo  ad  libitum.) 

copyright,  1876,  by  blglow  4  main. 
Used  sy  Permission. 
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1.  There  were  nine  -  ty  and  nine    that  safe      -      ly      lay      In    the 

2.  "Lord,      .  Thou  hast  here    Thy  nine  -  ty  and    nine;  Are  they 

3.  But          none    of  the      ran-somed  ev       -       er    knew     How 

4.  But           all    thro'  the  moun-tains,  thun      -  der  -  riv'n,     And 


shel  -    ter          of      the    fold,        But          one        was      out       on    the 

not  e    -    nough  for  Thee?"    But  the  Shep-herd  made    an    -  swer; 

deep  were  the    wa-ters  cross'd;  Nor  how  dark  was  the    night  that  the 

up  from  the  rock  -  y      steep,  There  a  -  rose    a    glad    cry       to    the 
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hills       a  -  way,      Far  off    from  the    gates        of    gold —      A 

"This     of    mine      Has        wan  -  dered  a  -    way      from    me,      And,    al- 
Lord  passed  thro'    Ere  He  found      His      sheep  that  was    lost;      Far 


of  heav'n,  "Re    -    joice!      I    have  found 


my    sheep!"    And  the 
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way    on  the    moun  -  tains  wild  and  bare,      A  -  way  from  the     ten    -     der 
though    the      road        be  rough  and  steep     I      go    to    the  des  -  ert    to 
out    in  the    des  -  ert    He  heard  its  cry —  So    fee  -  ble  and  help-less,  and 
an    -    gelsech-oed      a  -round  the  throne,  "Re-joice!  for  the   Lord     brings 
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Shep  -  herd's  care,    A  -  way  from  the     ten    -    der       £hep  -  herd's  care, 
find  my  sheep,  I      go    to    the     des -ert    to         find  my  sheep." 

read  -  y      to    die,    So    fee  -  ble    and  help-less,  and    read  -  y      to     die. 
back       His  own!*' "Re -joice!  for  the     Lord    brings      back       His  own!" 
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OJOSVEL    iXVIYATlON. 

Seeking  for  Me. 


1.  Je-sus,my  Sav  -  ior,   to  Beth  -  le-hem  came,  Born    in      a    man-ger  to 

2.  Je  -  sus,  my  jSav  -  ior,  on.  Cal  -  va-ry's  tree,    Paid  the  great  debt,  and  my 

3.  Je  -  sus,  my  *Sav  -  ior,  the  same  as   of    old,    While  I    was  wand  ring  a- 

4.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior,  shall  come  from  on  high — Sweet  is  the  prom-ise    as 
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sor-row  and  shame;  Oh,  it  is  wonderful — blest  be  His  name!  Seeking  for  me,  for 
soul  He  set  free;  Oh,  it  is  wonderful — how  could  it  be?  Dy-ing  for  me,  for 
far  from  the  fold,  Gen-tly  and  long  did  He  plead  with  my  soul,  Cal!-ing  for  me,  for 
wea-  ry  years  fly;    Oh,  I  shall  see  Him  de-scending  the  sky,  Com-ing  for  me,   for 
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For    me! 
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!    Seek-ing  for  me !  Seek-ing  for  me !  Seek-ing  forme! 

!       Dy-ing  for  me!  Dy-ing  for  me!  Dy-ing  for  me! 

i!     Call-ing for  me!  Call-ing  for  me!  Call-ing forme! 


me! 
me! 
me! 
me! 
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Seek-ing  for  me  ■  ocwiugiuiiiic.  occa-uigiuiuiei  oeva-iugiviu 

Dy-ing  forme!  Dy-ing  for  me!     Dy-ing  for  me!       Dy-ing  for  me! 

Call-ing  for  me!  Call-ing  for  me!    Call-ing  for  me!  Call-ing  for -me! 

Com-ing  for  me !  Com-ing  for  me !  Com-ing  for  me !  Com-ing  for  me  i 
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Oh,    it    is  won-der-ful — blest  be    His  name!  Seek-ing  for  me,  for  me! 

Oh,     it    is   won-der-ful — how  could  it      be?     Dy- ingfor  me,  for  me! 

Gen  -  tly  and  long  did  He  plead  with  my  soul,    Call-ing  for  me,  for  me ! 

Oh,     I  shall  see  Him  de-scend-ing  the     sky,   Com-ing  for  me,  for  me! 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 


No.  156.     Where  WIS!  You  Spend  eternity? 

Rev.    E.   A.    HOFFMAN.         by  Per.  of  P.  Bilhorn,  Owner  of  Copyr.ght.  J-    H-  TENNEY. 


1.  Where  will  you  spend  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty?  This  question  comes  to  you     and  me' 

2.  Ma  -  ny  are  choosing  Christ  to-day,  Turn-ing  from  all  their  sins     a  -way; 

3.  Leav-ing  the  strait  and  narrow  way,     Go  -  ing  the  downward  road  to  -  day, 

4.  Be-lieve,  re-pent,  this  ver  -  y  hour,  Trust  in  the  Sav-ior's  grace  and  pow'r, 
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Tell  me,  what  shall  your  an-swer  be?  Where  will  you  spend  e 

Heav'n  shall  their  happy    por  -  tion  be,  Where  will  you  spend  e 

Sad  will  their  fi  -  nal     end  -  ing  be, — Lost  thro'  a  long    e 

Then  will  your  joy-ous      an-swer  be,  Saved  thro' a  long    e 
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ni  -  ty? 
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E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty !    Where  will  you  spend  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty? 
3rd.  v.  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!      Lost  thro'  a  long    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty ! 

-ni-ty! 
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aiu.  v.  rj  -  tei  -  in-  uy;      e  -  ter  -  in-  iyi       juosd  wiro   a    long     e  -  ler  - 
4th.  v.  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty!     e  -  ter  -ni-ty!    Saved  thro'  a  long    e  -  ter 
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Only  a  Step. 

Copyright.  1890.  by  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Hear  the  sweet  voice      of  Je  -  sus     say — "Come  unto      me,        I    am    the 

2.  Cast-ing  your  heav  -    y  bur -den  down,    Come  to  the    cross,  the  world  may 

3.  0- pen  for    you       thepearl-y     gate;  Loved  ones  for  you    now  watch  and 


way!"  Hearken,  the   lov  -    ing  call     o  -  bey,  Come, for  He  loves   you    so. 
frown;  Yet  you  shall  wear      a  glo-rious  crown, When  He  makes  up  His  own. 
wait;  Ter-  ri  -  ble  thought,  to  crv,  too    late — "Je-sus,  I    come     to  Thee." 


& 


*& 


*~+ 


V-V- 


fcfcztoj*=fr=|E 


4Z-'    ?   6—* 


V=?=£ 


F=f 


Chorus. 


aosPBii  in  \  1 1  i 

Only  a  Step. 
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On-ly    a     step,      on  -  ly     a     Btep,  Come,  for  He      bled         for  you  and 
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died;  He's  the  same  loj^  -  ingSav-ior    yet,     Je-sus,the    Cru  -   ci  -  fied. 
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Gome  to  the  Gross. 
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1.  Come  to  the  cross  where  my  Savior  died,  Come  there  by  faith  in  His  blood  applied, 

2.  Je  -  sus  so  ten-  der-ly  knocks  within,    Je  -  sua  so  sweetly  would  en-ter  in, 

3.  Come,then,to  Je-sus  with    all  your  sin,  Come,  let  the  dear  Master  en-ter  in, 

I.  Come  to  this  fountain  so  rich  and  sweet,Come,trembiing8oul  to  the  Savior's  feet, 
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Come  with  your  heart  fully  sanctified,And  praise  His  glorious  name.  Praise  His  gler-ioas  name, 
Jesus  so  wondrously  saves  from  sin, Give  glo-ry  to  His  name.  Glory  to  His  name, 
Wash  in  the  fountain  and  be  made  clean,  And  glo-ry  in  His  name.  Glory  in  His  name, 
En-ter  His  f  old,there  is  joy  complete,  And  wear  His  glorious  name.  Wear  His  glo-rious  name, 
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Praise  His  glorious  name;  Come  with  your  heart  ful-ly  sanc-ti-fiedAnd  praise  Ilis  glorious  name. 

Glo-ry  to  His  name;  Jesus  so  wondrously  saves  from  sin,  Give  glory  to  His  name. 

Glo-ry  in  His  name;  Wash  in  the  fountain  and  be  made  eleaB,  And  glo-ry  in  His  name. 
Wear  His  rio-riou-  name;  Enter  His  fold, there  is  joy  com-plete,  And  wear  His  glorious  name. 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

Take  Me,  0  My  Father! 


RAY   PALMER. 


thomas  hastings. 
Fine. 
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^    \  Take  me,    0    my    Fa-ther!  take  me,  Take  me,    save  me,  thro'  Thy  Son;  ) 
'(  That  which  Thou  wouldst  have  me, make  me;  Let  Thy  will  in      me    be  done.  J 


2. 


Fruit-less  years  with  grief  re-call-ing,  Hum-bly      I      con  -f  ess  my   sin;   / 

At  Thy  feet,  0    Fa  -  ther,  falling,  To  Thy  house-hold  take  me     in.   f 

Once  the  world's  Re-deem-er,  dy-ing,  Bore  our    sins    up  -on  the  tree;  \ 

On  that  sac  -  ri  -  fice    re  -  ly-ing,  Now    I      look   in    hope   to  Thee.  ) 
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D.  C. — Wea-ry  come  I   now,and  praying,  Take  me    to    Thy  love,  my  God ! 
D.  C. — Free-ly,  life  and  soul    1    of-fer,  Gift    un-worth-y   love  like  Thine. 
D.  C. —  In  Thy  love  for  -  ev  -  er  liv  -  ing,    1   must  be   for  -ev  er  blest. 
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Long  from  Thee  my     foot-steps  stray-ing,  Thorn-y  prov'd  the  way    I    trod; 
Free-ly    now    to    Thee     I    prof  -  fer  This  re  -  lent-ing  heart  of  mine; 
Fa-ther,  take  me!    all    f or  -  giv  -  ing,  Fold  me    to    Thy  lov  -  ing  breast; 
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No.  160. 

PHILLIP  DODDRIDGE. 


Oh,  Happy  Day. 


e.  f.  rimbault. 
Chorus. 


w»L/HOKUS. 


,    j  Oh,  hap-py  day,  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Savior  and  my  God !  )  jJaDDV  Jav 
(  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad.  )       ™^ 


Fine. 


D.  S. — Happy  day, 
D.S. 
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#a#/?i/  day  ,W hen  Jesus  wash  'd  my  sins  away. 
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1.  How  firm       a  foun  -  da  • 

2.  In      ev    -  'ry  con  -  di  - 

3.  Fear  not:      I     am  with 

4.  When  thro'  the  deep  wa  - 
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fcion,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
tion,  in  sick-ness,  in  health,  In 
you;  oh,  be  not  dis-mayed;  I, 
ters  I    cause  you    to     go,     The 
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vale,    or       a 
God,   and  will 
sor  -  row  shall  not 


ex  -    eel -lent  word!  What    more    can  He 

bouud-ing     in  wealth,   At      home,  and     a  - 

still     give  you     aid;      I'll  strength-en  you, 

you    o'er -flow;    For         I    will    be 
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You   who     un  -  to    Je  -  sus  for    ref  -  uge  has  fled? 
sea—    As    your  days  may  de-mand,  your  suc-cor  shall   be. 
to  stand,  Up  -  held     by    my  right-eous,  om  -  nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
to    bless,  And  sane  -  ti  -  fy      to    you  your  deep  -  est  dis-tress. 
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5  When  through  fiery  trials  your  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  your  supply; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  you;  I  only  design 
Your  dross  to  consume,  and  your  gold  to  refine. 

6  E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

7  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  can  not  desert  to  His  foes; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no,  never,  no,  never  forsake. 


2  Oh,  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Ti.--  great  transaction's  doue, 

I  am  my  Lord's  and  He  is  mine; 


Oh,  Happy  Day. 


He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 

Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart. 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center, 
Here  have  I  found  a  nobler  part, 
Here  heavenly  pleasures  fill  my  breast, 
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Unspeakable  Joy. 
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1.  (J    how  hap  -  py  are  they  who  their  Sav-ior  o  -  bey,  And  have  laid  up  their  treas- 

2.  Tis    a  heav  -  en  be  -  low  my  Re  -  deem-er  to  know,  And  the    an  -  gels  can  do 

3.  On  the  wings  of  His  love   I  am   car  -  ried  a  -  bove  All  my  sin,  and  temp-ta- 

4.  Now  my  rem-nant  of  days   I\vill  spend  to  His  praise  Who  has  died  me  from  sin 
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not  ex-press  the  sweet  corn-fort  and  peace  Of    a 
at  His  feet,  and  the   sto  -  ry    re  -  peat,  And  the 
hould  I  grieve,  while  on  Him    I      be-lieve?Oh, 
nv    or  few,  all  my  years  are    His  due;  They  shall 


ures     a  -  bove,  Tongue    can 

noth-ing   more  Than  to  fall 

tion  and  pain;     Oh,      why  i 

to    re  -  deem;  Whether  ma 


m 


soul  in  its  ear  -  li  -  est  love.  This  blest  com  -  fort  is  mine,  since  the 
lov  -  er     of     sin  -  ners     a  -  dore!      Je  -  sus    ail      the    day  long      is    my 

why  should  I  sor  -  row  a  -  gain?  Oh,  the  rap  -  tur  -  ous  height  of  that 
all      be    de  -  vot   -  ed    to    Him.  What    a    mer  -  cy      is    this!  what   a 
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fa  -  vor  di  -  vine  I  have  found  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb !  Since  the  truth  I  believed, 
joy  and   my  song;  Oh,  that  all  to  this  ref-uge  may  fly!    He  has  loved  me,    I  cried, 

ho  -  ly  de-light,WhichI  find  in  a  life -giv-ing blood!  Of  my  Sav-ior  possess'd, 
heav-en     of  bliss!  How  un-speak-a-bly  hap- py  am     I!  Gathered  in  -to  the  fold, 
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what     a    joy     I've     re-ceived,  What  a    heav  -  en  in     Je   -  sus'  blest  name. 

He  has    suf-fered  and  died    To     re  -  deem  such  a     reb  -    el      as      I! 

I    am   per-  feet-  ly  blessed, Be- ing    filled  with  the  full  -  ness     of  God! 

with  l>c-'Jiev  -  ers     en-rolled — With  be  -  liev  -  ers  to  live     and     to     die! 
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Matt.  3;  16,  17. 


GOSPEL    OBEDIENCE. 

Baptismal  Service.* 

Part  I      The  baptism  of  Jesus.t 

PER.   OF  THE  W.    W.    WHITNEt    CO.,    PUBLISHERS,  TOLEDO,  OHIO. 
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And  Jesus,  when  He  was  1  straight 

baptized,  went  up         |    out  of  the    |  water; 
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And  lo!  the  heavens  were 
opened  unto  Hira,and  He  saw 
the  Spirit  of  God 
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scend-ing   like     a    dove,   and   light-ing    up  -  on   Him,    And  I  lo!  a  voice  from 
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heaven,  saying: 
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This    is  my  be  -  lov-edSon,  This  ismv  be  -  lov-edSon,  This  is  my  be  -  !ov-edSon, 
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in  whom  I   am  well  pleased,     This  is  my  be  -  lov-ed  Son, in  whom  I  am  well  pleased. 
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Solo.    Tenor  or  Soprano. 
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This  is  my  be-lov-ed  Son,  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased,  I  am     well  pleased. 
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This  is  my  be  -  lov  -  ed     Son,  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased,  I  am    well     pleased. 
.    +  +  +      I      I 


t  To  be  sung  just  before  the  prayer  preceding  the  baptism. 
*  Each  part  of  this  service  may  be  sung  as  a  separate  Number. 
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Rom.  6;  3,  4. 


GOSPEIi    PROCLAMATION. 

Baptismal  Service. 

Our  Burial  with  Christ,  t 

COPYRIGHT,    MCMI,    BY  C.    C.    CLINE. 
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Know  ye  not.  Know  ye  not,  Know  ye  not,  That  so   ma-ny   of  us   as  were  baptized 
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were  baptized  in  -  to    Je-sus  Christ,  were  baptized  in  -  to  His  death,Were  baptized 


fc£ 


*- 

£=*: 


a^fe: 


:*:  Unison.   ,     . 


•    • 


l^f— I" 


■0-T-0-*- 


■K-K-K-f 


«— # — P- 


a 


911 


15 


u  u  u 

in  -  to  His   death.  Therefore!  therefore!  we  are  buried  with  Him  by  baptism  in-to 
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death.  We  are  bur-ied  with  Him,  We  are    bur-ied  with  Him.     bur-ied  with  Him. 
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That  like  as  Christ  was  raised  up  from  the  dead,  Even  so  should  we     al    so  walk  in 


t  To  be  sung  during  the  baptisms.     Pause  only  at  the  !  to  permit  the  baptismal  cerer*M>ay. 


GOSPEL    OBEDIENCE. 

Baptismal  Service. 
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new-ness   of      life.        We  are    ris  -  en  with  Him,  We  are   ris  -  en  with  Him. 
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'Buried  with  Him  in  baptism,  with  Him  in  baptism,  Wherein  ye  al  -  so  are  ris  -  en, 
Solo. 
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ris  -  en  with  Him,  Ye  are  ris-en  with  Him, Ye  are  ris-en  with  Him.    If  ye  then  be 
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risen  with  Christ,  If  ye  then  be  risen  with  Christ ,  Seek  those  things  which  are  above,  Where  Christ 
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:;,  Where  Christ  sitteth,  on  the  right  band  of  God,  on  the  right  hand  of      God.       A-men. 
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GOStEL    OBEDIENCE. 

Baptismal  Service. 

Part  III.   The  Father's  Love.* 
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Be  -  hold,  -what  manner  of  love,  Be  -  hold,  what  manner  of     love     the 
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Father  hath  bestowed  upon  us,  that  we  should  be  called  the     sons      of      God. 
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Be  -  hojd,  what  manner  of     love  the 
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Fa-ther  hath    be-stowed  up  -  on      us,    That      we. 
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we  should  be    call  -  ed  the 


sons  of      God,  that     we  should  be    call  -  ed    the  sons    of      God. 

•To  follow  the  baptisms. 
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sons  of  God,  the  sons  of    God,     And    it    doth  not   yet    ap  -  pear,  what  we 
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He  shall  ap-pear,     we  shall  be  like  Him,  for    we  shall  see  Him  as  He    is. 
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1.  When  the  south-wind,  softly  blow  -  ing,  Gent-ly  sweeps    the  cyii  -  et    sea, 

2.  Here    be-f el        the  trag-ic  sto  -  ry,  Fan-cy,  paint       the  scene  to    me, 

3.  It      is  done!        a  con -so -la  -  tion  Gen-tle  south  -  wind  sends  to  me, 

1.  When  the  south- wind,       soft-ly  blow  -  ing,         Gent-ly  sweeps  the  quiet  sea. 
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Then    I  leave      my  tent  -  ed  dwell  -  ing,  Go  -  ing  to      Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne. 

Faith  light  up      the  cen-tral  glo  -  ry,    Je-sus  in       Gcth-sem-a  -  ne. 

Such    as  an  -  gels  brought  the  sorrowing  Je  -  sus  in       Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne. 

Then  I  leave    my  tent-ed  dwell-ing  Go-iug  to     Geth     -  sem  •  t 
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There  I    bow        in  med  -  i  -  ta  -  tion,  'Neath    the  shade  where  olives  grow, 
In  the  dust    Thy  blood-drops  moistened,  'Neath    the  trees  that  saw  Thy  woe, 
Now  I    seek      my  tent-ed  dwell-ing,   Where      Si  -  lo  - am's  wa-ters flow; 

med  -  i  -  ta  -  tion,  'Neath  the  shade  where  ol-ives    grow. 
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Think-ing    of    the  "Man  of  Sor-rows,"  Kneeling  here  so  long    a    ■ 

Let   me  meet  Thee,"Man  of  Sor-rows,"  Thou  who  knelt  here  long  a    ■ 

Stay  with  me,    0   "Man  of  Sor-rows,"  Thou  who  prayed  here  long  a 
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Long  a-  go, ah,  bring  to  me South-wind  from  the  quiet  sea; 

lontrago,  ah,  bring  to  me,  ~     Bea,  the  quiet  sea; 
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Tho'ts  of  Him on  bended  knee, Oh,  my  Savior,  in  Gethsema    -   ne. 

Tho'tsofHim  on  bended  knee,  Sav  -  ior    in  Gethsemane.  Gethsemane. 
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1.  Like  Him  whilst  friend  and  lov-er  slept,  Have  we  not     all  heart-bro  -  ken  crept, 

2.  We  knew  not    how  the   day  had  run,  We    on  -  ly  knew  that  hope  was  gone, 

3.  We  were    a  -lone,  the  world  was  still,  The  breath  of  heav'n  seemed  cold  and  chill, 

4.  Prone  on   the  ground  our  limbs  were  spread,  We  wished  it  were  our  dy  -  ing  bed, 

5.  But    late  there  broke  a     lit  -  tie  light  In  -  to    the  d^rk-ness     of    the  night, 

6.  Then  Christ  Him-self  said,  standing  near,  "0    fel-low-mourn-ers!  have  no  fear, 


9ifefe=^; 


a* 


£ 


yr'—'-ttr-r     I  I tf1 


H^r-KK     r  lt-P^ 


.a. 


«-*-, 


m 


« 


Rit. 


& 


^PFf 


3^ 


:  h  p. 


-sem-a 
■sem-a 
•sem-a 
-sem-a 
-sem-a 
■sem-a 


ne,  Geth-sem-a 
ne,  Geth-sem-a 
ne,  Geth-sem-a 
ne,  Geth-sem-a 
ne,  Geth-sem-a 
ne,  Geth-sem-a 

I 


I 

ne. 

ne. 

ne. 

ne. 

ne. 

ne. 


In  -  to    the    shad  -  ows  once  and  wept,  Geth- 

And  fain  no    more  would  greet  the  sun,  Geth- 

We  beat  our  breasts  and  wept  our  fill,   Geth- 

Since  hope  and    joy      and  faith  had  fled,  Geth- 

And   we  were  taught  to  pray    a-right,  Geth- 

I    weep  with  thee,  and  God     is  here,"  Geth- 


No.  168. 


GOSPEIi  PROCLAMATION. 

Memories  of  Galilee. 


By  permission  of  H.  R.  Palmer. 
ROBERT  D.    MORRIS,  LL.  D.  owner  of  copyright. 


H.  R.  PALMER. 


s: 


^X 


■&^ 


-0--.-S- 


0     M>     0- 


T^ 


1.  Each  coo-ing 

2.  Eachflow-'ry 

3.  And  when  I 


dove 
glen 
read 

1.  Each  cooing  dov< 


and  sigh-ing 
and  moss-y 
the  thrill-ing 


bough 
dell,  . 
lore, 


That  makes  the 

Where  hap-py 

Of  Him  who 


sm 


and  sighing  bough 
-0 — 0~-0 — 0 


■#m=* 


*H~£ 


<  ITT" 


I 


-U 


^ 


-K-#-r— N 


-0-7 


*2i 


0~0-T~£r 


IV' 


o  I 


^ 


^ 


^ 


eve  . 
birds  . 
walked  . 

That  makes  the  eve 
0-0^-0-0 


so  blest  to     me,    .     .     .  Has  something  far     .     .     .    di-vin-er 
in  song  a  -  gree,  .     .     .  Thro'  sun-ny  morn    .     .     .  the  praises 
up  -  on  the  sea,   .     .     .      I  long,  oh,  how     .     .     .     I  long  once 

so  blest  to  me,  Has  something  far 


^Vl-b  ».  0-^0-^-0-0 


-0-0-1-0-0- 


^t 


rtr-rf- 


-0-0 


W± 


k=B£ 


u 


S-0^r 


■*P-ft 


P     \J     2 


t  ^ 


0^-0; 


now, 
tell   . 


m. 


.     .      It  bears  me  back 
.     .     Of  sights  aud  sounds 
more      .      .     .     To  f  ol  -  low    Him     .     . 

di  -  Yin  -  er  now,  It  bears  me  back 
0      0'  0      0 


to  Gal  -  i  -  lee 
in  Gal  -  i  -  lee 
in  Gal  -  i  -  lee 


0*0? 


[>  4  I 


lee. 


Zra=lEZi=ti 


-0 0—  -0 0- 


-V-Oz 


»=£ 


-#— •  ---0 — 0- 

nrrr 


,    Chorus.     s     , 


i^ 


■h #---^ 0 s 


^ 


Tf=fr 


I 

0    Gal  -  i  -  lee!  sweet  Gal  -  i  -  lee!  Where  Je-sus  loved  so  much 
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1.  'Tis  midnight ;  and  on     01  -  ive's  brow  The  star  is  dimmed  that  late-ly  shone: 

2.  Tis  midnight; and  from  all    re-moved,  The    Sav-ior  wrestles  lone  with  fears; 

3.  'Tis  midnight;  and  for  oth  -  er's  guilt  The   Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in   blood; 

4.  'Tis  midnight;  and  from  eth  -  er  -  plains  Is  borne  the  song  that  an  -  gels  know ; 
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'Tis  midnight;  in  the    gar  -  den,  now  The  suff'ringSav-ior  prays     a  -  lone. 

Ev'n   that  dis-ci  -  pie  whom  He  loved  Heeds  not  His  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

Yet     He  that  hath  in    an  -  guish  knelt   Is     not  for-sak-en     by       His  God. 

Un-heard  by  mor-tals  are    the  strains  That  sweetly  soothe  the  Savior's  woe. 
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'Tis  finished!" — so  the  Sav-ior  cried,  And  meek-ly  bowed  His  head  and  died: 
'Tis  finished!" — all  that  heav'n  foretold  By  prophets  in     the  days    of  old; 
'Tis  finished!" — Son  of  God,  Thy  pow'r  Hath  triumphed  in  this  aw  -  ful  hour; 
'Tis  finished!"— let  the  joy  -  ful  sound  Be  heard  thro'  all  the  na-tions  round: 
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"  'Tis  finished!" — yes,  the  race   is   run,  The  bat  -  tie  fought,  the  vie  -  fry  won. 

And  truths  are  opened   to   our  view  That  kings  and  prophets    nev  -  er  knew. 

And  yet' our    eyes  with  sor-row  see  That  life   to     us      was  death     to  Thee. 
"  'Tis  finished!" — let    the  tri-umph  rise,  And  swell  the  cho  -  rus     of       the  skies. 
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1.  Up  -  on    the     cross     ...     my    Sav  -  ior     died,     .     .     .    And    for    my 

2.     I  sought  at      length.     .     .    His    par -don     free,    ...       I  gained  at 

3.  Up  -  on    the     cross     ...      of    Cal  -  va  -  ry    .     .     .     .      His  blood  was 
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1.  Je-sus,  our    Sav  -    ior,  wea-ry  and  troubled,  Passed  o  -  ver  the  Ked  -  ron  in- 
2   Je-sus,  on     Cal   -  v'ry,  mangled  and  bleed-ing,  Was  dy  -  ing  in    dark-ness  up- 
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-5-sem-a-ne.    On      the  cold  earth  prostrate  He  prayed:  "0      my    Fa-ther! 
onth  accursed  tree. 'Mid  quak-ing  earth  He  cried   a  -  loud:     "E   -   lo  -  i! 


§£=* 


S-fut^. 


JEZJL 


£ 


-fiL 


r-LA." 


rr 


*^ 


fe 


SZ32I 


ft 


i 


P^ 


rwzzZZ. 


^=^=+=!cy===   -  ^ 


0       my      Fa-ther!       Let  this  cup  pass  from  me!  Let  this  cup  pass  from  me! 
E  -  lo    -   i!  La -ma  Sa-bach-tha  -  r.i!     0    my  God!  0  my    God! 
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Let  this  cup  pass  from  me!  nev-er-the  -  less,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  not  mine,  be  done!" 
Why  hast  Thou!  why  hast  Thou  for-sak-en   me!   E  -  lo  -  i!      0      my  God!  my  God!" 
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1.  On  Calv'ry's  brow mySav-ior  died, 'Twastheremy 

2.  'Mid  rending  rocks and  dark'ning  skies, MySav-ior 

3.  Oh,  Je  -  sus,  Lord, how  can    it      be, That  Thou  shouldst 

1.  On  Calv'ry's  brow  my  Sav-ior  died, 
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'Twas  there  my  Lord  was  cru- ci-fied;  'Twas  on  the  cross 
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O    Cal  -va-ry!dark  Cal  -  va-ry!  Where  Je-sus  shed  His  blood  for  me,  for  me, 
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0    Cal  -va-ry!  blest  Cal  -  va  -  ry!  'Twas  there  my  Sav-  ior  died    for    me. 
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1.  When  I  sur-vey    the    won-drous  cross  On  which  the  Prince  of  glo  -  ry  died, 

2.  For-bid  it,  Lord,  that    I  should  boast, Save  m  the  death  of  Christ,  my  Lord; 

3.  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet,  Sor-row  and  love  How  min-gleddown! 

4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of  na  -  ture  mine,  That  were  a  pres-ent  far  too  small: 


Eg  ' 


•** 


-& 


t=t 


^mw^ 


I     r     -  ~  '  n 

My  rich-est  gain     I      count    but   loss,  And  pour  con-tempt   on  all    my  pride. 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me    most,  I     sac-ri-fice     them  to   His  blood. 
Did  e'er  such  love  and    sor  -  row  meet?  Or  thorns  compose     so  rich    a  crown? 
Love  so    a-maz-ing,    so        di  -  vine,  Demands  my  soul,    my  life,  my    all. 
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1.  In     the  cross  of 

2.  When  the  woes  of 

3.  When  the  sun  of 

4.  Bane  and  blessing, 

5.  In    the  cross  of 


Christ    I   glo-ry,     Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks   of    time; 

life    o'er-take  me,  Hopes  de-ceive,  and  fears     an  -  noy. 

bliss    is  beanring  Light  and  love   up  -  on       my     way. 

pain  and  pleasure,    By  the  cross  are    sane  -  ti  -    fied; 
Christ    I    glo-ry,     Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks   of    time; 


All  the  light  of 

Nev-er  shall  the 

From  the  cross  the 

Peace  is  there,  that 

All  the  light  of 


cred  sto  -  ry     Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub 
cross    for-sakeme:     Lo!    it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

ra-diance,  streaming,  Adds  more  lus-tre     to    the    day. 
knows     no  measure,  Joys  that  thro'  all    time   a  -  bide. 

sa  -    cred  sto -ry     Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub-lime. 
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GOSPEL  PROCLAMATION. 

Rod*  of  A£es. 


COPYRIGHT,    1884,    BY  E.   O.   EXCELL. 

A,  M.  TOPLADY. 

USED  BY  PERMISSION. 

E.  0.  EXCELL. 

1.  Rock 

of       A                   ges,      cleft 

for       me, 

2.  Could 

my     tears              for  -    ev 

er        flow, 

3.  While 

I       draw               this       fleet 

ing     breath, 
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ges,  cleft  for  me, 
for  -*ev-er flow, 
this  fleet-ing  breath, 


1.  Rock  of    A  -    ges,  cleft  for  me,  Blest  Rock  of  A    - 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev-er  flow,     Oh!  Could  my  tears 

3.  While  I    draw  this  fleet-ing  breath,Yes,While  I  draw 
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Let  me 

Could  my 
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Let  me  hide  my -self  in  Thee,  Oh,  Let  me  hide  my -self  in  Thee; 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know,  Oh!  Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in  death,Yes,When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
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the  blood, 
a  -  tone, 
un    -    known, 
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ter  and  the  blood, 
could  not  a- tone, 
to    worlds  unknown, 


Let  the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood,  Oh!  Let  the  wa 
These  for  sin  could  not  a  -  tone,  No,  These  for  sin 
When  I     rise     to  worlds  unknown,  Yes,  When  I  rise 
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MEMORIES   OF   JESUS. 

Rock  of  A&es. 


From 
Thou 
And 


Thy  wound 

must  save 

be  -  hold 

h  n 


which  flowed, 
a  -  lone, 
Thy     throne; 


From  Thy  wonnd-ed  side  which  flow'd.  Yes,  From  Thy  wound-ed  side  which  flow'd; 
Thou  must  save  and  Thou     a-  lone,    Yes,  Thou  must  save   and  Thou   a -lone, 
And     be  -  hold  Thee     on  Thy  throne,  Yes,  And   be -hold  Thee    on  Thy  throne, 
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Be 
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Rock 
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of  A 
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no    price 

ges,  cleft 
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Be   of  sin      the    doub -le  cure,  Yes,   Be    of    sin 
In  my  band     no     price  I  bring,  Lord,  In   my  '->and 
Rock  of    A  -  ges,     cleft  for  me,  Blest  Rock  oi     A 
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no  price  I  bring, 
ges,  cleft  for  me, 
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Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure,  Yes,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
Sim-ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling,  Lord,  Sim-ply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 
Let  me  hide  my  -  self  in  Thee,  Oh,    Let   me  hide      my  -  self  in  Thee. 
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No.  177. 


GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

We  Believe. 


A  Favorite  in  England. 


KNOWLESSHAW. 


1.  We  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst  come  To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death; 

2.  We  saw  Thee  not  when  lift  -  ed  high,   A -mid  that  wild  and  sav-age  crew; 

3.  We  gazed  not  in    the    o  -  pen  tomb,  Where  once  Thy  mangled  bod-y  lay; 

4.  We  walked  not  with  the  chos  -  en  few,  Who  saw  Thee  from  the  earth  as-cend; 
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Nor  yet  be-  held  Thy  cot-tage  home,  In  that  de  -  spis  -  ed  Naz  -  a  -  reth; 
Nor  heard, we  that  im-plor-ing  cry,  "Forgive,  they  know  not  what  they  do  J" 
Nor  saw  Thee  in  that  "up  -  per  room,"  Nor  met  Thee  on  the  o  -  pen  way; 
Who  raised  to  heav'n  their  wond'ring  view,  Then  low  to  earth  all  pros-trate  bend ; 
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Chorus. 


But 
But 
But 
But 


we  be-lleve  Thy  footsteps  trod  Its  streets  and  plains,  Thou  Son  of  God; 

we  be-lieve  the  deed  was  done,  That  shook  the  earth 'and  veiled  the  sun; 

we  be-lieve  that  an  -  gels  said,"Why  seek  the  liv  -  ing  with  the  dead?" 

we  be-lieve  that  hu  -  man  eyes  Be  -  held  that  jour-ney     to    the  skiers; 
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But  we    be-lieve  Thy  footsteps  trod  Its  streets  and  plains,  Thou  Son  of  God. 
But  we    be-lieve  the  deed  was  done,  That  shook  the  earth  and  veiled  the  sun. 
But  we    be-lieve  that  an  -  gels  said,  "Why  seek  the  liv  -  ing  with  the  dead?" 
But  we    be-lieve  that  hu  -  man  eyes  Be  -  held  that  jour-ney    to    the  skies. 
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MEMORIES    OF    JESUS. 

The  Stone  Rolled  Away. 

COPYaiGrtl     MCM,  e<  C.  C.    Cli>E. 


C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  Ad -gel,    rdl     the    rock     a-way!  Death,  yield  up   thymight-y      prey, 

2.  'Tis   the    Sav  -  ior!     An -gel,  rai  :'   ev  -  er-last-ing    praise; 

3.  Saints  on  earth,  lift      up    youreye3,Now  to  glo  -  ry    see  Him 


See,  He     ris  -  es  from  the  tomb,  See,  He     ris  -  es  from  the  tomb, 

Let  the  world's  re -mot- est  bound,  Let  the  world's  re  -  mot  -est  bound, 

In  long    tri-umph  thro'  the    skv.  In  long  tri-umph  thro'  the  skv, 
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See,  He  ris  -  es  from  the  tomb,  Glow  -  ing  with  im  -  mor  -  tal  bloom. 
Let  the  world's  re  -  mot  -  est  bound  Hear  the  joy  -  in  -  spir  -  ing  sound. 
In     long    tri-umph  thro'  the    sky,      Up        to    wait  -  ing  worlds  on      high. 
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Chorus. 


Hal-le-lu-jah!    Christ,  the  Lord,  is  ris'n       to-    day. 
-le-lu-jah !  Hal-le-lu-jah !  Christ,  the  Lord  is  ris'n  to-dajt 
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le-lu- 


jah! 
Hal- 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !    Christ,  the  Lord,  is  ris'n  to  -  day. 

le-  lu- jah!  Hal-le-  lu- jah!  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  ris'n  to-day. 

S  I  *    J.J*         J 


ESS • 


*-:«-  =  n  =:  z:  <a.- 


arric 


l>   k» 


No.  179. 


GOSPEL   PROCLAMATION. 

Rock  of  Ages. 


A.   M.  TOPLADY. 


1.  Rock  of      A 

2.  Not  the     la* 


THOS     HASTINGS. 
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ges,  cleft  for  me,  Let  me  hide  my -self  in  Thee: 
bor  of  my  hands  Can  ful  -  fill  the  law's  de-mands; 
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D.  C. — ife     0/   .v//?,      ///^     douo-le  cure,Cleansemefrom    Us  guilt  and  power. 

D.  C — All  for  sin    could    not    a  -  tone — Thou  must  save, and  Thou  a  -lone. 
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Let    the    wa 
Could  my    zeal 


ter    and    the  blood,  From    Thy    riv  -   en  side  which  flowed, 
no    res  -  pite  know,  Could    my  tears    for  -  ev  -  er    flow, 
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3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress; 
Helpless,  come  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly: 
Wash  me,  Savior,  or  I  die. 

No.  180. 

HORATIUS   BONAR. 


While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  heart-strings  break  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


Raynolds. 


MENDELSSOHN. 


1. 

2. 

3. 

*4. 


Here,  0  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face;  Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unsetai ; 
Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ;  Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  heav*n; 
Too  soon  we  rise;  the  symbols  disappear;  The  feast,  tho'  not  the  love,  is  passed  and  gone; 
Feast  af-ter  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by ;  Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above, 
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Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  th'  eternal  grace,   And  all  my  wea-ri-ness  upon  Thee  lean. 
Here  would  I  lay  a-side  each  earthly  load,  Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiv'n. 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  Thou  art  here — Near-er  than  ever — still  my  Shield  and  Sun. 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy,  The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 


COMFORT  AND  CONSOLATION 


"Wherefore  comfort  one  another  with  these  words."    1  Thesp.  4:  18. 
'Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  for  they  shall  be  comforted."    Matt.  5:  4. 
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Go,  Tell  It  to  Jesus. 


From  the  German 
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1.  Go,     bur  -   y       thy      sor  -  row;     The      world  hath     its        share; 

2.  Go,    tell      it        to        Je  -  sus;      He      know  -  eth    thy         grief; 

3.  Hearts  grow-ing       a  -   wea  -   ry    With      heav  -   i    -    er  woe, 
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Go,        bur  -    y        it  deep    -    ly: 

Go,        tell      it       to  Je    -    sus 

Now    droop  'mid    the  dark  -  ness 
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Go,      hide       it      with       care. 
He'll     send    thee      re    -    lief. 
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all 
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right. 
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No.  182. 


Unknown. 


COMFORT  AND  CONSOLATION. 

Never  Alone. 


Copyright,  1900,  by  w.  a.  Hemphill. 
Used  by  permission. 


W.  A.  HEMPHILL. 
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1.  I've    seen    the  *  light-ning    flash  -  ing,  And    heard    the   thun  -  der  roll,    I've 

2.  The  world's  fierce  winds  are    blow  -  ing,  Temp-ta-tions  are  sharp    and  keen;    I 

3.  When  in        af  -flic  -  tion's  val  -  ley,    I'm  tread-ing  the   road    of    care,    My 

4.  He    died      for    me  on  the    moun-tain,  For    me      they  pierced  His  side,    For 
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felt  sin's  breakers  dash  -  ing,  Try-ing  to  conquer  my  soul ;  I've  heard  the  voice  of 
feel     a   peace  in   know-ing  My  Sav-ior  stands  between ;  He  stands  to  shield  me  from 
Sav-ior  helps  me  to  car  -  ry  My  cross  when  heavy  to   bear,  My  feet  entangled  with 
me    He  opened  that  fountain,  The  crimson,  cleansing  tide;  For  me  He  waiteth  in 
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Je  -  sus,  En-treat-ing  me  still  to  fight  on,  He  promised  nev-er  to  leave  me, 
dan- ger,  When  earth  -  ly  friends  are  gone,  He  promised  nev-er  to  leave  me, 
bri  -  ars,  So  read-y  to  cast  me  down,  My  Sav-ior  whispered  His  promise, 
glo  -  ry,  Now  seat-ed  up  -  on       His  throne,  He  promised  nev-er  to  leave  me, 
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No,  nev-  er  a  -  lone, 
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COMFORT  AND  !  ION. 

Never  Alone. 

4- 


He  promised  nev<  I  iv-er  10  leave  me  a  -  lone,  leave  me   a  -  lone 
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Ghrist  the  Gomforter. 
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1.  Long  hast  thou  wept  and  sor-rowed,  Poor  mourner,  dry    thy  tears.  Be  -  hold  with 

2.  The  seed  be  -  fore   it  flour  -  ish      Must  low   in    dark  -  nesa  lie,  And   love,  to 

3.  The  har-vest    day  is  wast  -  ing,      The  rest  from  toil    and  pain, When  those  who 

4.  And,  more  than  all  the  treas-ures  That  morn-ing  shall    re-store,  Himself,  Him- 
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and  comfort,  Jesus  Him-self  ap-pears,  All  other  h  ,  All  earthly 

live  for-ev-er,  Must  for  a    sea-son  die.  Bnttkei*  like  thee  be-reaved,  Within  earth's 
sleep  in  Je-sus  Shall  come  with  Him  again. "Trust  in  my  mer-cy  ev  -  -pK" 

self,shall  meet  thee,  Thy  portion  ev-er-more! Then rest,sad  heart  injaUcn  ?,With  tl 
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props  de-cay,     "Then   let  the  seed  be  bur- ied/'    The  husk  be    blov 
darkened  home,  And   ric'6   in   ma-nya  prom-ise     And  pledge  of  joys      to  come 
saith  the  Lord,   Hold  fast   in  deep-est  sor  -  row,  That  soul-sus  -  tain  -  ing  word 
ti  -  tion  still,  "Lord,   all  these  va-cant  plac  -  es^  With  Thine  own  ful  -  nesa  fill." 
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COMFOKT  AND  CONSOLATION. 

There  Is  No  Death. 

Copyright,  mcmi,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


C.  C.  CLINE. 


r 

1.  There  is      no  Death,  What  seems  so     is    tran  -  si  -  tion,  This  life  of 

2.  One    less    at  home,  The  charm  -  ed   cir  -  cle    bro  -  ken,     A  dear  one 

3.  One    less*  on  earth    To    share    its  toil    and   sor  -  row  One  less  its 
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mor- tal  breath,  This  life  of  mortal  breath,  Is  but  the  gloaming,  is  but  the 
gone  for  aye,  En-tered  e-ter-nal  day,  Cleansed  and  sav  -  ed,  cleansed  and 
stain  to  wear;  One  less  its  cross  to  bear,  One  more  in  heav-  en,  free  from  all 
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gloam-'ing      of    the    life    e  -  lys  -  ian,  Whose  shadow  we       call  Death. 

sav  -    ed       by  the   Sav  -  ior's  pow  -  er  One  more  re-deemed  in  Heav'n. 

sigh  -  ing     and  the  dread  to -mor  -  row,  One  more,  one  more     in  Heav'n. 
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Gome  And  Rest. 
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1.  "Come  and  rest,  come  and  rest,"  Jesus  now  calls  to  thee,  "Rest,  rest,  on  my  breast." 

2.  Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low,  Comes  His  dear  voice  to  Thee,  Now,  now,  hear  Him  now, 
&    Come    to- day,  come  to-dav,  Rest  in  the  Savior's  love,      Al-ways  with  Him  stay — 
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Calleth  He  ten-der  -  ly,  "Come,  take  my  yoke,  'tis  bondage  blest,Come,  heavy  ladened, 
Calling  so    lov-ing  -  ly.       Fear  not  the  storms  of  life  that  blow,  Nor  the  wild  waves  that 
Dwelling'withHim  in  love.     Wea-ry  ones  come  without  delay,  Nev-er    a-gain  from 
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I  Am  Only  Waiting  Mere 
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1.  I  know  that  my    Re-deem  -  er  lives,  That  He's  pre-pared  a  place  for  me, 

2.  I'm  trust-ing  Je  -  sus,  Lord  of    all,        I  know  His  blood  has  ransomed  me; 

3.  I  know  that  soon  my  Lord  will  come,     I  know  He     can-not  tar  -  ry  long, 
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*'ith  crowns  of  vie  -  to  -  ry    He    gives,  To  those  who  would  His  serv-ants  be. 
I'm  wait  -  ing  now    to  hear  Him    call  "Come  home,  my  child,  come  un  -  to  me." 
To  bring  His  ransomed  chil-dren  home    To    join  the     ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  song. 
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Then  ask    me  not     to    mm  -  gle  on      A -mid   the  gay  and  thoughtless  throng; 
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For     I     am    on  -  ly  wait  -  ing  here,  To  hear  the  summons,  "Child,  come  home. 
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Gome  And  Rest. 
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and  distressed,  And  I  will  make  you  free ;  Come,  ye  weary  ones.  Come,  ye  burdened  ones,  rest" 
break  and  flow,  Into  His  arms  now  flee,He,  His-  loving  one*,  He,  His  trusting  ones,  keep, 
him  to  stray,  And  His  great  mercy  prove,  Here  so  peacefully,  here  so  sweetly, to  rest. 
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COMFORT  AND  CONSOLATION. 

Asleep  in  Jesus. 
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1.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  bless-ed  sleep,  From  which  none  evi-  er  wakes  to  weep; 

2.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!   oh,  how  sweet    To  be    for  such      a  slum-ber  meet! 

3.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  peaceful  rest,  Whose  waking  is       su-preme-ly  blest: 

4.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!   oh,  for    me     May  such  a    bliss  -  ful  ref-uge     be, 
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A  calm  and    un  -  dis-turbed  re  -  pose,    Un  -  bro-ken   by  the  last     of    foes. 

With  ho  -  ly    con  -  fi-dence  to    sing,  That  death  has  lost  its  ven-omed  sting. 

No  fear,  no   woe,  shall  dim  the   hour  That  man  -  i  -  feststhe  Sav  -  ior's  pow'r. 

Se-cure-  ly   shall    my    ash  -es      lie,     And  wait  the  sum-mons  from  on  high. 
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1.  When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe,  When  our     bit  -  ter  tears    o'er-flow, 

2.  Thou  our  throb-bing  flesh    hast  worn,  Thou  our    mor  -  tal    grief  hast  borne, 

3.  Thou  hast  bowed  the     dy  -    ing  head,  Thou  the   blo?d  of      life    hast  shed, 

4.  When  the  heart    is      sad    with  -  in      With   the  thought  of      all      its    sin, 

5.  Thou   the  shame,  the  grief ,  hast  known,  Tho'   the    sins  rere  not  Thine  own; 
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When  we  mourn   the    lost,    and  dear;    Je  -  sus,  Son     of      Ma  -  ry,  hear. 

Thou  hast  shed    the    hu  -  man  tear;    Je  -  sus,  Son     of      Ma  -  ry,  hear. 

Thou  hast  filled     a     mor  -  tal   bier;    Je  -  sus,  Son     of      Ma  -  ry,  hear. 

When  the    spir  -  it  shrinks  with  fear,   Je  -  sus,  Son     of      Ma  -  ry,  hear. 

Thou  hast  deigned  their  load    to  bear,    Je  -  sus,  Son     of      Ma  -  ry,  hear. 
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THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 


'•Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man, 
the  things  which  (iod  hath  prepared  Cor  them  that  love  Him.'" — 1  Cor.  2:  9. 
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The  Souls  Longing. 
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1.  Wea-ry     soul  in  mor-tal  ves  -  ture,  What  is  thy    un-ceas-ing  ques*., 

2.  Ask  -  est   thou  my     anx-ious  spir  -  it     Where  is  thy      e  -  ter-nal  home? 

3.  Searcheth   thou  the     si  -  lent  heav-ens,    For   an  an  -  swer  to  thy  pray'r? 

4.  Where  doth  rise  the  walls  of  J  as  -  per,     Ris  -  ing  by     the  stream  of  life. 

5.  Pa-tient,  still,  my  cap-tive  spir  -  it,     Ques-tion  not;  thou  needs  but  wan: 
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Pa-tient, 

^     -     *  ;5— 

thou  for  -  ev  -  er 
built  the    ma  -  ny 
vhere  a  -  bides  the 
aoilt  the     un-seen 
till    thy  wings  un  ■ 

#  • w 

long  -  ing 

man-ions, 
Sav  -  ior 
cit  -  y, 
fold  -  ing 

Why  will  1 
Where  shalt 

And    the 
Know -ing  r 

Bear  thee 

•   •    m 

,hou 

thou 

joys 

eith 
thro' 

— *— 3 — J — L^ — J 

not   be    at     rest? 

for-ev-er  roam? 
that  thou  shalt  share. 
■  er    sin  nor    strife? 

the  gold-en      gate. 
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Long-ing,    long-ing,      ev  -  er     long  -  ing  For     a  knowledge  yet  un  -  told, 
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Where  is     that  fair  land  called  Heav-en,    With   its  gates    of  shin -ing   gold? 
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My  Savior  First  of  All. 
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1.  When  my  life-work    is     end-ed,  and     I  cross  the  swell- ing  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,      the  soul-thrill-ing  rapt  -  lire  when    I  view  His  bless-ed  face,  And   the 

3.  Oh,      the  dear  ones   in     glo  -  ry,  how  they  beck-on    me  to  come,  And   the 

4.  Thro'  the  gates  to    the   cit  -  y      in      a    robe  of  spot-less  white,  He  will 
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bright  and  glorious  morn-ing  I   shall  see;    I  shall  know  my  Re-deem-erwhen 

his  -  tre   of  His  kind  -  ly  beam-ing  eye;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  Him  for  the 

part -ing  at  the    riv-er     I     re -call;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  E  -  den  they  will 

lead    me  where  no  tears  will  ev  -  er  fall;    In  the  glad  song    of   A  -  ges  I  shall 
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oth  -  er  side,  And  His  smile  will  be  the  first  to  wel-come  me. 
love  and  grace,  That  pre-pares  for  me  a  man-sion  in  the  sky. 
wel-come  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Sav  -  ior  first  of  all. 
with  de  -  light;  But  I    long    to  meet  my  Sav  -  ior  first    of  all. 
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I  shall  know       Him,  I  shall  know  Him,  And  redeemed  by  His  side  I  shall  stand, 
I  shall  know  Him,  m    +.     *-  +.  -J-     -#-|. 
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I  shall  know        Him,  I  shall  know  Him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  hand. 
1  shall  know  Him, 
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THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

We  Shall  be  Satisfied. 
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1.  Some  day      we  shall  be     sat  -  is  -  tied,  y     ^ 

2.  Some  day      we  shall  be     sat  -  is  -  fied, 

3.  Some  day      we   shall  be     sat  -  is  -  fied, 

1.  Some  da j-     we      shall  be     sat 
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like-ness   we  ap  -  pear, 

meet  Him  face  to    face, 

bur-dens  are  laid  down, 

Hi-  like-ness    we     ap  -  pear, 


Shall  know  each  oth  - 

And  sing  with   an  - 

When  we    shall  stand 
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known,                       When  all  that's  dark  shall  be  made  clear, 
throne,                       We're  saved,we're  saved  from  sin, by  grace. 
King,                           And  there  re-eeive  tbeprom-ised    crown. 

oth  -  er  as  we're  known.  When  all               that's                             dark  shali  be  made  clear. 
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Somewhere,  Sometime. 
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1.  Sometime,      I  can  not  tell  how  soon,  My  Lord        to  me  will    say: 

2.  Somewhere,  to  .me    it    is  not  known,         Where  that     blest  place  may  be; 

3.  Somewhere,  sometime,  the  cares  and  woes      That  rise      like  phantoms  grim, 
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"It   is    e-nough,  thy  task  is  done, 
I  shall  be-hold  Him  on  His  throne, 
Shall  vanish  in      the  light  that  glows 


Come  thou  from  earth  a-way."  Some- 
And  all  His  beau  -  ty  see.  Some- 
Be-yond  earth's  shadows  dim.       Then 
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time,       I  know  not  when  'twill  be,      But  this,    0  Lord,  I  ask  of  Thee,  May 

where,  but  where  I  cannot  tell;  Yet    He    who  do-eth  all  things  well,        To 

let      no  doubt  or  fear  mo-lest,         My    Fa  -  ther  knoweth  what  is  best;         E- 


I,  when  Thou  shalt  call  for  me,  Be  read-y  in  .  .  .  that  day. 
that  fair  hav'n  where  He  doth  dwell,  My  faithful  guide  .  .  will  be. 
nough      for  me  that  I  shall  rest,  Somewhere,  sometime   .     .         with  Him. 
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1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa    -  lem,  my 

2.  Thy    walls  are       all     of 

3.  Thy     gar-dens      and  thy 

4.  If      heav-en        be  thus 

5.  Reach  down,  reach  down  Th 


hap -py  home,   0      how   I 

precious  stones,  Most  glo-rious 

pleasant  greens  My     stud  -  y 

glo-rious,  Lord,  Why  should  I 

ine  arms  of  grace,  And  cause  me 


long  for  thee! 

to  be -hold! 
long  have  been; 
stay  from  thence? 

to   as  -  cend 


When 
Thy 
Such 
What 
Where 


all       my      sor-rows 
gates    are     rich  -  ly 
spark-ling    gems  by 
fol  -    ly       'tis   that 
con  -  gre  -    ga-tions 


have  an  end?  Thy  joys,  when  shall  I 
set  with  pearl,  Thy  streets  are  paved  with  gold, 
hu  -  man  sight  Have  nev-  er  yet  been  seen. 
I  should  dread  To  die  and  go  from  hence! 
ne'er  break  up,  And  Sab- baths  nev  -  er     end. 
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This,  Too,  Will  Pass  Away. 
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1.  When  some  great  spr- row,    like   a  might-y      riv  -    er,  Flows  thro' your  life  with 

2.  When  ceaseless  toil     has  hushed  your  song  of  glad  -  ness,  And  you  have  grown  al- 

3.  When  f  or-tune  smiles,  and    full  of  mirth  and  pleas  -  ure  The  days  are  flit  -  ting 

4.  When  ear-nest    la  -    bor  brings  you  fame  and  glo   -  ry,   And  all  earth's  no-blest 
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peace-de-stroy-ing  pow'r, 

most  too  tired  to     pray, 

by  with-out    a     care, 

ones  up  -  on  you  smile, 
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And  dear-est  things  are  swept  from  sight  f or-ev  ■ 
Let  this  truth  ban  -  ish  from  your  heart  its  sad  - 

Lest  you  should  rest  with  on  -  ly  earth-ly  treas 
Re-mem-ber  that  life's  long-est,  grandest  sto  - 
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Say  to  your  ach-ing  heart  each  try-ing  hour: 
And  ease  the  bur-dens  of  each  try-ing  day: 
Let  these  few  words  their  full-est  im-port  bear: 
Fills  but    a     mo-ment   in  earth's  lit-tle  while: 
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This,  too,    this,      too,    will 

This,  too,    this,      too,    will 

This,  too,    this,      too,    will 

This,  too,    this,      too,    will 
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way.     Thank  God  that  earth-ly  things  are  not    for  -  ev  -  er,  Thank 
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God,    e  -  ter-nal  life  is    free  from  care;  That  joy  and  peace,  and  gladness  reigning 
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This,  Too,  WIN  Pass  Away. 
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.  And  bliss  supreme        Shall  nev-er,    nev-er  pass      a-  way. 
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Beautiful  Gity 
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1.  Beau  - 

2.  Beau- 

3.  Beau  - 

1                   * 

ti  -  ful  Zi  -  on,  built    a  -  bove,   Beau-ti  - 
ti  -  ful  heav'n,  where  all  is  litrht,    I 
ti  -  ful  throne  for  Christ  our  King,  I 
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ful  cit  -  y      that    I  love; 
ful  an-gels,  clothed  in  white; 
ful  songs  the   an  -  gels  sing; 
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Beau-ti -ful  gates  of  pear  -  ly  white,  Beau-ti-  ful    bem-]  -  light; 

Beau-ti -ful  strain.-  r     tire,    Beau-ti -ful  harps  thro'  ail  the  choir; 

Beau-ti  -  ful  rest— all  wand'rings  cease,  Beau-ti  -  ful  home   of    per-fect  peace; 
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He  who  was  slain  on    Cal  -  va-ry        O-pens  those  pearl-y   gates   r 

shall  I  join  the   cho-r  at    the  Sav  -  ior's  f  eet. 

lor  see:  Haste  to  'nly  home  with  me. 
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Some  Day. 

BV  PERMISSION   OF  J.    J.   HOOD,    OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


FRANK  M.   DAVIS. 


1.  I  hear  a  song,      a  song  so  sweet,      I  try  all  vain  -   ly   to   re-peat; 

2.  Some  day  my  jour  -  ney  will  be  done,  Earth  will  be  lost      and  heaven  won; 

3.  Someday  I    say,     content  to  wait     The  op'ning  of       the  jas-per  gate; 

4.  When  comes  the  time  for  me  to    go,  The  homeward  path     I  may  not  know, 
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Its  mel-o  -  dy       and  f  eel-ing  say,       I'll  sing  it      if    God  wills  some  day. 
And  when  the  long  rough  way  is    trod,       I  shall  be  -  hold    the  face  of  God. 
Come  soon  or  late,    that  day  will    be    The  dawn  of     end  -  less  rest  for  me. 
But  in  God's  hand   my  own  I'll    lay,    And  He  will  lead    me  home  some  day. 
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Some  day,some  hap    -    py  day  to  be,  My  voice  will  learn        its  mel-o- 

Some  hap-py  day,         a  day  to    be,  My  voice  will  learn     its 
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dy,  And  I  shall  sing  the  songs  so  sweet,Of  rest  and  heav'n,at  Jesus'  feet. 

mel  -  o  -  dy, 
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Sweet  By  and  By. 


Copyright,  mci 
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Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  Thi  lir-er  than  day,  And  by   faith  we  can  see    it    a- 

p;    on  that  beau-ti  -ful  shore,  The  me  -  lo  -  di-ous  songs  of  the 

3.       To  our  boun  -  ti  -  ful  Fa-  ther  a  -  bove,  We  will     of  -  fer  the  trib-ute  of 
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far,  it  a-far,  For  the  Fa-ther  waits  o -ver  the  way,  Topre-pareus  a 
-.  of  the  blest,  And  ourspir-its  shall  sor-row  no  more— Not  a  sigh  for  the 
grateful  praise,  For  the  glo  -  ri  -  ous  gift  of  His  love,  And  the  blessings  that 
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dwell-ing  place  there. 

bless-ing   of    rest. 

hal-low   our  days! 


In  the  sweet  by    and    by,     by  and  by, 

by    and  by, 


W./ shall  meet  on  that  beau-ti -ful    shore,  In  the  sweet 
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Flitting  Away. 


A.  A.   HOPKINS. 


Solo,  dndante  eon  expression. 
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I  am  longings  so  sadly  I'm  longing,      For  the  flow'rs  that  have  blossomed  and  fled; 
There  are  eyes  that  with  brightness  were  brimming,  There  are  lips  that  our  own  often  met; 
'Tis  the  joys  the  most  priz'd  that  are  fleetest,  And  that  quickest  creep  out  from  the  heart; 


1. 

2. 
3. 
4.  Par  aw  ay  where  the  summers  are  sleeping,  Are  the  beautiful  dreams  of  the  past; 


For  the  hopes  that  about  me  were  thronging,  That  alas-'  are  all  wit  herd  and  dead; 
That  the  mold  of  the  grave  is  now  dimming,     That  in  silence  unbroken  are  set; 
As  perfumes  that  are  richest  and  sweetest,  Are  the  ear-li-est  ones  to  de-part; 
And  our  eyes  are  grown  weary  with  weeping,  For  the  pleasures  we  fancied  might  last; 
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Beau  -  ties  I  tho't  ne'er  would  perish, 
Sad  -  ly    we  long  for  their  greetings, 

Tints  that  of  all  are  the  rar-est, 
Lov  -  ing  -  ly,  long-ing  -  ly     sigh-ing, 


One    by  one  van-ished    a  -  way, 
Ten-der  and  true  they  had  proved, 
Fade,  as   up  -  on  them  we  gaze, 
0  -  ver  their  ash  -  es    we    sit, 
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There  is  nothing  on  earth  that  we  cherish,     That  is  lovely  and  true  that  will  stay. 
Oh,  thehearts  soonesthush'd  in  their  beatings, Are  the  onesmost  earnestly  hived. 
And  the  hours  that  are  brightest  and  fairest,   Soon  are  hid  with  the  lost  yesterdays. 
Whilethe  ros  es  a-round  us  aredy-ing,  And  the  momentsso  speedily  flit. 
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Flitting  Away. 


Chorus. 


.  * 


5   s 


J'2 


a 
Flit- 1  flit-ti  a-v 

Flit-ting  •  ting,  flit-ting  a  -  way,  flit-ting    a  -  way, 
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All  that  we  cherish  must 

All    that  we  cher-ish  most 
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dear,  There  is  nothing  on  earth  that  will  stay,    Roses  must  die  with  the  year. 

dear,  Bitting  away, 
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R^v.  WiLUAM    HUNTER. 


Going  Nome. 


COPYRJGHT,   1892,   BY  C.  C.  (JUNE. 


-^±B^ 


m=t 


Arr.  by  C.  C    CLINE. 
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.  borne     is  bright  and  fair,  Nor  pain  nor  death  can   en-ter  there;  ) 

rlitt'ring  tow'rs  the  sun    out-shine,  Thatheav'nly  man-sion  shall  be   mine.  ) 

use  is  built   on  high,  Far,  far     a  -  bove  the  star -ry     sky;  ) 

from  this  earthly  pris  -  on  free,  Thatheav'nly  man-sion  mine  shall  be.  f 

\  Let  oth  -  ers  seek     a  home    be  -  low,  Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'er-flow;  f 

i  Be  mine    a    hap -pier  lot,    to   own     A  heav'n-ly  man-sion  near  the  throne.  ) 
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I'm    go  -  ing  home,  I'm  go  -  ing  home,  I'm     go  -  ing  home   to    die     no  more; 


To     die     no  more,  To     die     no  more,  I'm     go  -  ing  home    to  die    no  more. 
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Whispering  Hope. 


Copyright,  MCMI,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 


ALICE   HAWTHORNE. 


Words  in  part  and  arr.   by  C.  C.  CLINE, 


Soprano  and  Alto  Duet. 
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1.  Soft  as  the  voice  of  an   an    -    gel,     Breathing   a   les-son  un  -  heard, 

2.  If      in  the  dusk  of  the  twi  -  light,      Dim    be  the  re-gion  a  -  far, 

3.  Hope  as  an  an-chor  so  stead  -  fast,    Rends  the  dark  vail  for  the  soul, 
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Hope  with  a  gen-tle  per  -  sua  -  sion,  Whis-pers  her  comforting  word. 
Will  not  the  deep-en-ing  dark  -  ness  Bright-en  the  glimmering  star? 
Whith-er  the  Mas-terhas   en    -    tered     Rob-bing  the  grave  of  its    goal. 
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Wait  till  the  darkness  is  o    -    ver, 
Then  when  the  night  is  up-on         us, 


Wait    till  the  tempest  is  done, 
Why  should  the  heart  sink  away, 


Come  then,  oh,  come,  glad  f  ru-i  -  tion,     Come     to  my  sad,  wea-ry  heart, 
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Hope  for  the  sunshine  to- mor  -  row,  Af  -  ter  the  show-er  is  gone. 
When  the  dark  midnight  is  o  -  ver,  Watch  for  the  breaking  of  day. 
Come,  oh,Thou  blest  hope  of  glo  -  ry,        Nev  -  er,  oh,  nev-erde  -  part. 


THE  LIFE  liKYOND. 


Whispering  Nope. 


Chorus. 

Wbia    -    -    per-ing  Bope Oh,  how  we]      -     come  thy  voice 
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Whispering  Hope,      whispering  Hope,  Welcome  thy  voice,  oh,  how  welcome  thy  voice, 


\t    *>-         --    •    — ~- 

"1 

■  i 

/•.  5  «  • 

>      »   1 

! 

i  >» 

^  tf  [»* 

1       1 

^  • 

* 

I     i   l 

i 

|*    _ 

II 

# 

j 

I     |   | 

I  *^          1 

r^ 

# 

-&-. 

■♦  ■*■+ 

a  •_ 

<5> 

Mak    - 


ingmy  heart in  its    sor    -    -    row  re  -  joice. 
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Mak-ing  my  heart,        making  my  heart  in  its  sor    -    row      re  -  joice. 
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A  Solemn  Thought. 


Miss  PHCEBE  CARY. 


WM.   B.  BRADBURY. 
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1.  One    sweet  -  ly      sol  -  emn  tho't  Comes    to      me    o'er    and 

2.  Near  -  er      my    Fa  -  ther's  house,  Where  ma  -  ny  man  -  sions 

3.  Near  -  er     the  bound     of  life,  Where  bur  -  dens  are      laid 

4.  Be    near    me    when    my  feet      Are  slip  -  ping  o'er     the 


oer; 

be; 
down; 
brink; 
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I'm   near-er  my  home     to    -    day      Than      I      have  been     be-  fore. 

I'm   near-er  the  great  white   throne,  Near  -  er      the    crys  -  tal      sea. 

I'm   near-er  the  time     to        leave     The    cross,  and  wear  the     crown. 

For  near-er  my   home    to     -    day,     P..-r  -  haps    than  now      I       think. 
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b. 


THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

God  Only  Knows  Where. 

Copyright,  MCMI,  by  C.  C.  Cline. 
*  Words  and  Music. 
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1.  Whith-er    are    go  -  ing  with  has-ten  -  ing  feet, 

2.  Hands  that  have  ear-nest-ly    striv-en   for  bread 

3.  Some  to    the  feast  where  the  rich-est  red  wine, 
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Forms  that  are  pass-ing  to- 
Hands  that  are  soiled  with  dis 
Where  rar-est    jew-els  will 
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night  on  the  street?       Fac-es   all  sun-ny    and  f  ac-es   all    sad,    Hearts  that  are 

hon-or  in-stead;    Hearts  that  are  tuned  to  a  pur-pose  sub  -  lime,  Hearts  all  dis- 

spark-le  and  shine;      Some  in  their  hunger  will  wander  a  -  lone,     Some  will  not 
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wea-ry  and  hearts  that  are  glad.         Eyes  that  are   heav-y  with  sor-row  and 

cor-dent  and  jan  -  gled  with  crime.       Souls  that  are  pure  and  as  white  as  the 

wak-en  when  morning  shall  come.         Jew-eled  and   rag-ged,  the  foe  and  the 
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strife,  Eyes  that  are  gleaming  with  beauty  and  life;  Pictures  of  pleasure  and 
snow,  Souls  that  are  black  as  the  midnight  of  woe;  Gay  in  their  gladness  or 
friend,  All  of  them  has-ten-ing    onto   the  end,     Near- ing  the  grave  with  a 
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cross  -  es  of  care, 
drunk  in  dis  -  pair, 
curse  or      a    pray'r, 


m^m^. 


Go-ing — all  go-ing — God  on-  ly  knows  where! 
Go-ing — all  go-ing — God  on  -  ly  knows  where! 
Go-ing — all      go-ing — God    on  -  ly  knows  where ! 
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God  Only  Knows  Where 
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Go-ing,  yes  sad-ly   a  -  way  from  our  sight,  All    go-ing,  God  on  -  ly  knows  where 
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Looking  Home. 
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1.  Ah,  this  heart  is    void  and  chill/Mid  earth's  noisy  thronging;  For  my  Fa-ther's 

2.  Soon  the  glo-rious  day  will  dawn,  Heav'nly  pleasures  bringing;  Night  will  be    ex- 

3.  With  this  load  of     sin  and  care,  Then  no  long- er    bend-ing,  But  with  wait-ing 
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mansions  still  Ear-nest-ly      is    long-ing;  Looking  home!  looking  home!  Toward  the 
changed  for  morn,  Sighs  give  place  to  singing.    Looking  home!  looking  home!  Toward  the 
an-gels  there  On  our  soul    at  -  tend-ing:  Bless-ed home!  blessed  home!    All    for 
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heav  nly  man-sions  Je  -  sus  hath  pre-pared  for  me  In  His  Fa-ther's  kingdom! 
heav'nly  man-sions  Je- sus  hath  pre-pared  forme  In  His  Fa-ther's  kingdom! 
which  we're  sigh-ing;  Soon  our  Lord  will  bid    us  come  To     our  Fa-ther's  kingdom! 
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No.  204.  My  Ain  Gountree. 

Mrs.   MARY  LEE  DEMAREST. 


Scotch  Son?. 
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am     far 


frae  my  hame,       an'    I'm  wea-ry      af  -  ten- whiles,  For  the 
ne'er    be  fu'  con-tent,        un       -      til  mine  een     do  see       The 
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D.G.  But  these  sir/hts    an  these soun's    will  as    naething  be     tome,    When  I 
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langed  -  for  name-bringing  an'     my  Fa-ther's  wel-come  smiles: 

shin_-  ing  gates  o'  heav'n  an'     my  {Omit )     ain     coun-tree. 
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hear  the  an-gels singing  in    my   (Omit. 
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j  The     earth       is  flecked  with  flowers,    mon  -  y     tint  -  ed,    fresh     an'  gay;  / 
(  The      bird  -  ies  war  -  ble  blithe-ly,     for      my    Farther  made  them  sae:  f 
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2  I've  His  gude  word  o'  promise  that  some  gladsome  day,  the  King 
To  His  ain  royal  palace  His  banished  hame  will  bring; 

Wi'  een  an'  wi'  hearts  running  owre,  we  shall  see 

The  King  in  His  beauty,  in  our  ain  countree. 

My  sins  hae  been  mony,  an'  my  sorrows  hae  been  sair, 

But  there  they'll  never  vex  me,  nor  be  remembered  mair: 

His  bluid  has  made  me  white, — His  hand  shall  dry  mine  e'e, 

When  He  brings  me  hame  at  last,  to  mine  ain  countree. 

3  Sae  little  noo  I  ken,  o'  yon  blessed  bonnie  place, 

I  ainly  ken  its  hame,  whaur  we  shall  see  His  face; 

It  wad  surely  be  eneuch  for  ever  mair  to  be 

In  the  glory  o'  His  presence  in  our  ain  countree. 

Like  a  bairn  to  its  mither,  a  wee  birdie  to  its  nest, 

I  wad  fain  be  ganging  noo,  unto  my  Savior's  breast, 

For  He  gathers  in  His  bosom  witless,  worthless  lambs  like  mev 

An'  carries  them  himsel',  to  His  ain  countree. 

4  He's  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,  He'll  surely  come  again, 
He'll  keep  His  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken; 
But  He  bidsme  still  to  wait,  an'  ready  aye  to  be, 

To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countree. 
So  I'm  watching  aye,  and  singing  o'  my  hame  as  I  wait, 
For  the  soun'ing  o'  His  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden  gate; 
God  gie  His  grace  to  ilk  ane  wha'  listens  noo  to  me, 
That  we  a'  may  gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countree. 
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Landing  for  Hame. 


ADDA  C.   BORTREE. 


Rev.  J     B.  SUMNER. 
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1.  Prae    a    life 

2.  But     He  kens 

3.  I'll    nae  grieve 
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o  -  ver-shad 

a'     the  sins 
tho'    He  still 


owed  \\i    tri  -  als, 
that  hae  gath-ered 

keeps  me    bid  -  ing, 
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That  has  coora  frae  rny 

Round  my  heart  an     my 

Tho'  my      e'    din  -  na 
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guid    Fa-ther's 
life    day    by 

see      a'    the 
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hand.    My    sad  heart     is    now  turn  -  ing    wi  Iang  -  ing 

day,    And     its      on  -   ly     His    ain  bound-less  mer  -  cy 
way,  And    His    wis  -  dom  sae  great    He     is     hid  -  ing, 
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To  a  hame  in  that  bright  bon  -  nie  land.  Yet  my  life  seems  sae 
That  can  cleanse  me  an  wash  them  a  -  way  0  He  kens  a'  the 
Still    I'm  near  -  ing  my    hame     day    by    day;      An      I  mind    me    His 
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ren  and  drear- y,  When     I  think     o'  the    one  I  shall  gain.     An  I 

()  His  barn  -  ie,  Yet    He  bids    me  to   trust  in  His  name,  Still  I 

is  sae  boundless,  He  will  guide  wi  His  hand  a'  His     ain,      An  wi 
-0-       h 


Rail 


I 


am  ver  -  y  wea  -  ry,   sae  wea  -  ry, 

am  ver  -  y  wea  -  ry,  sae  wea  -  ry, 

joy  I  may  soon  hear  Him  say  -  ing, 
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That  •  I  lang  to  be  gang  -  ing  hame. 
That  I  lang  to  be  gang  -  ing  hame. 
Wea-ry  bairn,  welcome,  we-lcome  hame. 
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THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

Gliding  Away. 


F.   M.  D, 


FRANK  M.   DAVIS. 


1.  We   are  glid  -  ing 

2.  We  are  glid  -  ing 

3.  We   are  glid  -  ing 


a  -  way  from  the  vale  of  time,  We  are 
a  -  way  to  the  Sum  -  mer  land,  Where  our 
a   -  way  from    the    dark     and  cold,  To     the 


glid  -  ing  a  -  way  o'er  the  sea,  To  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  shore  in  a 
loved  ones  have  gone  on  be  -  fore;  Soon  our  barks  will  be  moored  on  the 
por-tals   of    glad-ness  and     light;      In  the  home  of    the   soul  we  shall 

JL       +.       JL       JL       JL       f.       #^">.       A-    *-       H*.       *.       -*■ 


« 


*=£ 


*=£ 


^ 


W 


zfcit 


v_: 


f 


fcfe 


E6 


a 


fet 


2     £     y  y                      y 

fair-   er  clime,  Where  the  dwell -ers  from  sor  -  row      are    free. 

shin  -  ing  strand   Of    the  beau  -  ti    -  ful     ev  -   er  -  green  shore, 

soon      be  -  hold    Joy-  ful  scenes   of  sur  -  prise   and       de  -  light. 


Glid-ing  a-way, 
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glid-ing  a-way,  Gliding  away  o'er  the  sea, 
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Glid        -         ing  a  -   way, 

Coda  after  last  verse. 
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o'er  the  sea, 

Rit.  e  dim. 
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Glid-ing    a  -  way,    .     .    . 

Glid-ing    a   -  way,  glid-ing    a 
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glid-ing    a  -  way. 

way,  a  -  way, 
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Flitting  Shadows. 

Copyright,  1882,  b*  C.  C.  Cu«.e. 
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1.  Aa   Bhi  by  cloud  and  sun,     Flit  o'er      the    sum-mer    grass, 

d  while  the  years,  an  end  - 1  me  press  -  ing    swift  -  ly       on, 

3.  Yet  doth   the  star    of  Beth-1'em  shed      A     lus  -   ter    pure    and 

4.  0      Fa-ther!  may  that  ho  -  ly    star  Grow  ev   -  'ry    year  more   bright, 
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So,  in  Thy  sight,  Al-might  -  y  One,  Earth's  gen  -  er  -  a  -  tions  pass. 
The  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast,  Just  glist  -  en,  and  are  gone. 
And  still  it  leads,  as  once  it  led,  To  the  Mes  -  si  -  ah's  feet. 
And  send  its     glo-rious  beams  a  -  far,     To     fill      the  world  with    light. 
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1-2.  Flit  -  ting, 
3-4.  Bright-er, 


flit  -  ting, 
bright  -  er, 


Flit  -  ing  like  shad-ows 
Bright-er    the     ho  -  ly 


a  - 
star 


way; 
shines; 
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1-2.  Flit  -  ting     a-  way.       flit  -  ting-      a  -  way, 
3-i.  Bright-er      it  shines,  bright- er      it  shines, 
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Flit  -   ting,  flit  -  ing     a  -  way,  Flit  -  ting  like  shad-ows 

Bright-er,  bright-er    it  shines,  Brighter    the    ho  -  ly 


a  - 
star 


way. 

shines. 
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Flit   •  ing      a  -  way, 
Bright-cr     it  shines, 
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No.  208.        In  the  Presence  of  the  Kin&. 


Miss   FLORENCE  C.  ARMSTRONG. 
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1.  Oh,  to  be     o  -  ver    yon  -  der!  In      that  land  of    won  -  der, 

2.  Oh,  to   be     o  -  ver    yon  -  der!    My  yearn-ing  heart  grows  fond -er 

3.  Oh,  to  be     o  -  ver    yon  -  der!      A -las        I  sigh   and  won  -  der, 


4.  Oh,      when  shall  I 


A  -las 
be   dwell  -  ing  Where  an  -  gel  voic  -  es,  swell  -  ing, 
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Where  the    an  -  gel  voic  -  es    min-gle,  and     the     an  -  gel  harp-ers    ring; 
Of  look -ing    to    the  east,  to    see      the  bless -ed    day-star  bring 

Why    clings  my  poor  ,weak,  sin  -  ful  heart    to       a-  ny  earth -ly  thing-; 
In    tri-umph-ant    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs, make  the  vault-  ed  heav-ens    ring? 
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To  be  free  from  pain  and   sor  -  row,  And  the  anx-ious,  dread  to  -  mor  -  row, 
Some      tid-ingsof    the  wak  -  ing,    The    cloud-less,  pure  day  break-ing; 
Each      tie     of  earth  must  sev  -  er,     And      pass    a -way  for    ev  -   er; 
Where  the  pearl  -  y  gates  are  gleam-ing,  And  the  morn-ing  star    is    beam  -  ing? 
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To          rest    in    light  and  sun-shine   in  the  pres-ence  of  the  King. 

My        heart  is  yearn-ing,  yearn-ing  for  the  com-ing  of  the  King. 

Butthere'sno  more  sep  -  a  -  ra  -  tion   in  the  pres-ence  of  the  King. 

Oh,        when  shall  I       be    yon  -  der  in  the  pres-ence  of  the  King? 
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Our  home  Over  There. 


COPYRIGHT,    WCMI,    BY  C.   C.  CLINE. 


TAYLOR. 


1.  When  tl                                                                be-low,  And  to     heav-en  shall 

2.  Those  who  toil  for  the  Lord 'till    the  set     of    thesun,  Will  r<                      the 

3.  They  will  meet  their  dear  friends  who  have  gone  on  before,  F 
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call    them  to     rise,      He    will  give  them     a  crown  that   will  daz  -  zle    and 

ev  -   en  -  ing   tide,    For  they'll  rest  from  their  toil  when   the  'lay's  work   is 

gone     to     pre- pare,      A  home  for    the  soul    on    that  bright  gold- en 
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glow,  When  they  go  to  their  home  in 
done,  And  will  sit  by  His  dear  ble 
shore  In    that  cit  -  y      so  bright  and 
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joice,         then  re- 
Then  re  .joicc, 
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To  our  home  o-ver  there  we  shall  go,  And  we'll  praise  our  dear 


Lord  in     our  home    o-  a  our  jour-ney     is  end  -  ed    be  -  low. 
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No.  210.       There's  A  Great  Day  Goming. 


W.  L.  T. 


By  per,  Will.  L.  Thompson  &  Co.,  East  Liverpool,0., 
and  The  Thompson  Music  Co.,  Chicago,  III. 


W.  L,  THOMPSON. 
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1.  There's  a  great  day  com -'ing,  A  great  day  com-ing,  There's  a  great  day 

2.  There's  a  bright*day  com  -  ing,  A  bright  day  com  -  ing,  There's  a  bright  day 

3.  There's  a      sad  day  com  -  ing,  A      sad  day  com  -  ing,  There's  a    sad     day 
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com  -  ing    by    and    by,    When    the  saints   and     the  sin  -  ners  shall     be 

com  -  ing    by    and    by,      But      its  bright-ness  shall  on    -    ly    come     to 

com  -  ing    by    and    by,    When    the    sin  -  ner  shall  hear    his    doom,  "de- 
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part  -  ed  right  and  left;  Are  you  read  -  y  for  that  day  to  come? 
those  who  love  the  Lord;  Are  you  read  -  y  for  that  day  to  come? 
part,    I      know    ye      not;"    Are  you  read  -  y    for  that  day    to      come? 
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Are    you    read  -    y,         are    you  read  -  y,       Are      you  read-y     for    the 
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judg-ment  day?    Are  you  read-y,       are  you  read-y        For  the  judgment  day? 
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A  Thousand  Years. 
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j,Nevergive    way    to  doubts  and  fears, 

sr.earth'si  will  close,  with  all  its    fears, 

»d  cheer;  time's  painful  c  llwillbe  done  when  Christ  appears; 

q  thousand  in    bliss,  and  five  from  tears, 
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h  the  great   and  pre-cious  prom-ise,    To  reign  with  Christ  a  thousind  years. 

>us  mor-row,  The  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 

Then  will  be  -  gin      the  glo-rious     e  -  ra,   The  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 

ill  be  -  gin    their  glo-rious  cv  -  cle,  Reign-ing  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 
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To  reign  a  thou-sand  years  with  Je  -  sus,  Free  from  all  tri  -  als,  toils  and  tears; 
To  reign  a  thou-sand  years  with  Je  -  sus,  More  than  requites  for  all   ours  tears; 
To  reign  a  thou-sand  years  with#e  -  sus,  Far  from  the  tempter's  lures  and  snares; 
Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  a  -  ges,  Freedom  from  sin,  and  death,  and  tears; 
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This  is  the  Fa-tber's  pre-cious  promise,  To  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 
This  is  the  sure  and  gra-cious  promise,  To  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 
With  the  redeemed  of  ev  -  'ryna-tion,  To  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years! 
What  an    e  -  ter  -  nal  weight  of  glo-ry  Comes  with  that  reign  of  a  thousand  years! 

h 


1  *     s 

m      m      m     +- '  ^h^m  ♦       +-    ♦     -~-     -0-    -0-    -0-    -0-' +- 

g — /— *— * <  .  -y— y 


No.  212. 


THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

We  Shall  See  Him. 
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1.  When  the  march  of  life  is   o-ver,With  its  battles  fought  and  won ;  When  in  vic-io- 

2.  When  the  work  of  life  is   o-ver,With  its  weary  care  and  pain,  We  shall  leave  it 

3.  When  the  joy's    of  life  are  o-ver,Which  so  quick-ly  pass  a-way;  When  the  mingled 
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ry  re-joie-ing  To  the  Cit-y  we  shall  come,W  hen  to  us  the  por-tals  o-pen  To   the 
all  behind  us,  Nev-er  more  to  feel  again;  When  the  pearly  gates  we  enter,  In  -  to 
cloud  and  sunshine  Break  into  the  perfect  day;  When  the  resurrection  morning  Brings  us 
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realms  of  endless  bliss,  Then  we  11  hail  our  glorious  Captain," We  shall  see  Him  as  He  is." 


per-f ect  rest  and  peacejhen  we'll  huil  our  Friend  and  flelp-er,  "We  shall  see  Him  as  He  is." 
ev-er-last-ing  bliss,Then  we'll  hail  our  dear  Re-deem-er  "We  shall  see  Him  as  He  is." 
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Like  Him  we         shall  ever  be,  "For  we'll  see  Him  as  He    is. 

Like  Him  we  shall  ev-er  be,  For  we'll  .see 
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LIFE  BEYOND. 

Rest  in  the  Grave. 


CHARLES   BEACHER. 


Anon. 
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gloom  Of  the  dark,  si-lent  tomb  ;nWn'8  fair  bowers  wave,  No    rest   in  the  grave? 
bout,  And  tri-umph  -  ant    shout,  As  myriad.palms  wave,  "Ascend  from  the  grave." 
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Heaven. 


T.  R.  TAYLOR. 
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(    I'm   but     a  strang-er  here,  Heav'n  is  my  home;  /   n  ,  .      , 

I  Earth  is      a     de/ert  drear,  Heav'n  is  my  home!  ,  Dan-ger  and  SOr"r°W  Stand 
\  There  at   my    Sav-ior's side,  Heav'n  is  my  home:  )  m  •  ,  .i  -      ,i,    . 

I     I    shall  be      glo  -  ri  -  fied;  Heav'n  is  my  home;  f  Therewith  fche  Sood  and  blest, 
j  Therefore, I'll  mur-mur  not,  Heav'n  is  my  home;  /   „        T    ,    „  ,  , 

VWhat-e'er  my  earth  -  ly    lot,  Heav'n  is  my  home \  \  For    I  shall  .,ure-ly  stand, 
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Round  me    on     ev  -  'ry  hand;  Heav'n  is    my    fa-ther-land,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 

Those    I  loved  most  and  best,      I    shall  for-  ev  -  er  rest;  Heav'n  is  my  home. 

There   at     my  Lord's  right  hand,  Heav'n  is  my    fa-ther-land,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 
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THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

Ye  Winded  Winds. 


CHARLES   MACKAY. 


1TH2,   ov  C.  C.   Clii 


by  C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  Tell  me,  ye  jvinged  winds,  That  round  my  pathway  roar,  Do  ye    notknowsome 

2.  Tell  me,  thou  mighty  deep,Whose  billows  round  me  play,  Know'st  thou  some  fa-vored 

3.  And  thou,  se-ren-est  moon,  That  with  such  love-ly  face,  Dost  look  up -on    the 

4.  Tell  me,   my  se-cretsoul,      0,  tell  me,  Hope  and  Faith,  Is  there  no  rest-ing- 
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spot  Where  mortals  weep  no  more?  Some  lone  and  pleasant  dell,Some  valley  in  the  West, 

spot,  Some  island  far   a-way,  Where  weary  man  may  find  The  bliss  for  which  he  sighs, 

earth,  Asleep  in  night's  embrace;  Tell  me,  in  all  thy  round  Has  thou  not  seen  some  spot 

place  From  sorrow,sin,and  death?  Is  there  no  happy  spot  Where  mortals  may  be  blessed, 
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Where,free  from  toil  and  pain,The  weary  soul  may  rest?Where  free  from  toil  and  pain  The 

Where  sor-row  never  lives,And  friendship  never  dies?  Where  sorrow  nev-er  lives,  A/id 

Where  mis  -  er  -  a-ble  man  May  find    a  hap-pier  lot?  Where  mis  -  er  -  a-ble  man  May 

Where  grief  may  find  a  balm,  And  wea-ri-ness  a  rest?  Where  grief  may  find  a  balm,And 
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wea-ry  soul  may  rest?  The  loud  wind  dwindled  to  a    whis  -  per  low,  And  sighed  for 
dip  never  dies?  The  loud  waves,rolling  in  per  -  pet  -  ual  flow,  Stopped  for  a 
hap-pier  lot?  Be  -  hind    a  cloud  the  moon  withdrew  in  woe,  And      a  voice 
> ;  1:  .Hope, and  Love,best  boons  to  mortals  giv'n,Waved  their  bright 
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THE  LIFE  BEYOND. 

Ye  Winged  Winds. 
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pit  -  y    as    it     answered/'No!"  And  sighed  for  pit-y   as   it      an-s 
while,and  sighed  to  an  -  Bwer,"No."  Stopped  for  a  while,  and  sighed  to  an  -  sw< 
sweet  hut  sad,  re-spond  -  ed,  "No."  And  a  I  but  Bad,  re  -spond-ed,  "No." 

wings.and  wh  ,in  heav'n."  Wared  their  bright  wings,  and  whispered/'yes,  in    heav'n.' 
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heavenly  Rest. 
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1.  Mor  -  tal,  wea  -  ry  with  thy   toil  -ing,  As  thro'  earth's  gay  scenes  we  rove;  List!  those 

2.  Loved  ones,longlost,gone  before  thee  To  the  reg-ions   of  the  blest,  Smil-ing 

3.  Loved  ones,yes  we  hope  to  meet  you    Af-ter  life's  last  work  is  o'er;  Hope  in 
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voic  -  es,  gen-tly   call  -  ing    To  the  rest  that  waits  a-bove;  Gen-tly  call-  ing 
now,  are  whispVing  o'er  thee;  Soon  thonlt  find  thy  boked-for  rest:  Whisp'ring  o'er  thee, 
peace  and  joy  to  greet  you,Where  peace  reigns  for  evermore;  Hope  to  greet  you, 
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To  the  toil-ing,  Faithful  now,thou'lt  rest  above,  Faithful  now,thou'K  rest  a-bove. 
Gone  be-fore  thee!  Bravely  toil,  in  heav'n  thouH  rest,  Bravely  toil,  in  heav'n  thou'ltrest. 
Joy-ful  meet  you,  And  in  heav'n,  rest  ev-er-more,  And  in  heav'n.  rest  ev-er-more. 
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No.  217.      I  Hear  Thee  Speak  of  the  Better  Land. 


Arr.  by  C.  C.  CLINE. 
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C.  C.  CLINE. 
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1.  I      hear  thee  speak  of  the  bet  -  ter  land,  Thou  call'st  its  chil-dren  a  hap-pyband; 

2.  Is  it  where  the  f  eath-er-y  palmtrees  rise,  And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies; 

3.  Is  ib    far      a-way    in  some  re-gion  old?  Where  the  rivers  wandero'ersands  of  gold, 
No      eye  hath  seen  it,  my  gen  -  tie  boy,  No    ear  hath  heard  its  sweet  song  of  joy, 
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Dear  moth-er,  0  where  is  that  radiant  shore?  Shall  we  not  seek  it  and  weep  no  more? 
Or  midst  the  green  islands  of  glitt'ring  seas,Where  the  bright  forests  perfume  the  breeze ; 
And  the  burning  red  rays  of  the  rubies  shine,Where  the  bright  diamond  lights  up  the  mine ; 

Our  dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  fair,      Sor- row  and  death  cannot  enter  there; 
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Is  it  where  the  flow'r  of  the  orange  blows,  And  the  fire-flies  dance  in  the  myrtle  boughs? 

And  the  strange  bright  birds  on  their  starry  wings,  Bearing  brilliant  hues  of  all  glorious  things; 

And  the  pearl  glows  forth  from  the  coral  strand,  Is  it  there,  dear  mother,  that  better  land? 

Time  may  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom,  Far  beyond  the  clouds  and  beyond  the  tomb; 
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Is  it  there,  is  it  there,  dear  mother,  Is  it  there,  is  it  there?  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

Is  it  there,  is  it  there,  dear  mother,  Is  it  there,  is  it  there?  Mot  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

Is  it  there,  is  it  there,  dear  mother,  Is  it  there,  is  it  there?  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  dearchild;  It  is  there,  it  is  there. 


Chorus.  Response  to  3rd  and  4th  verse. 


_,N_S 


*=a$=4 


0  ? 


m-rtz 


V  • 


It  is  where  the  Father  abides,  It  is  where  the  dear  ones  are  gone,  It  is  where  the  Savior  resides 
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I  hear  Thee  Speak  of  the  Better  Land. 


It    is  whence  the  bright  •;  .  Othere  is  that  I 
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ire, Where  the  ransomed  meet  in  that  coral  strand,  Yes,meetto  part  no  more. 
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Home,  Sweet  Home. 
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1.  Mid  pleas-ores  and  pal  -  ac  -  es     tho'  we  may  roam,  Be   it       ev  -  er     so 

2.  An     ex-  ile  from  home,  splendor  daz-zles     in  vain,     0,         give    me  my 

3.  How  sweet  'tis  to    sit  'neath   a    fond  f a-ther's  smile,  And  the  cares  of     a 
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humble,  there's  no  place  like  home ;  A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  o  - 

ly  thatched  cottage  a-gain;  The  birds  singing  gay-ly — that  cam< 
moth  -  er  to  soothe  and  be-guile!  Let    oth-ers  delig 
sol  -  ace  will  smile  on  me  there  ;Xo  more  froLi  age  a-gain  will   1 


Which,  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere.  Home.;.  .  home, 

Give  me  them,  with  that  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than  all.  Home.1, 

But  give,  oh!  give  me,  the  sweet  pleasures  of  home.  Home, home,-  sthome, 

Be  it    ev-er  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home.  Home,home,sweet, sweet  home, 
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P.  S. — Be  it  ev-erso  humble,  there's  noplace  like  home. 
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No.  219.     Mow  Par  is  it  Galled  to  the  Grave? 


COPYRIGHT,    MCM,    BY   C.  C.  CUNE. 


C.  C.  CLINE. 


Solo  ok  Duet. 


1.  How  far  is  it  called  to  the  grave?  The      boy  looked  up  from  his  play;    To  the 

2.  How  far  is  it  called  to  the  grave?  The    lover  looked  up  with  a  smile;  Yes, how 

3.  How  far  is  it  called  to  the  grave?  The  mother  looked  up  with  a    tear;    For  the 

4.  How  far  is  it  called  to  the  grave?  It  is    on-ly    a  life,  my  dear  friend;  And  the 
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grave,  to  the  grave,  I've  not  heard  of  the  grave,  It  must  be  far  a  -  way.  Naught  he 
far?  from  the  fair  golden  land  of  pure  love?  It  must  be  ma-ny  a  mile.  For  he 
rose  in  her  cheek  sadly  grew  pale  and  white,  Her  heart  stood  still  with  fear.  0  how 
span  of  our  lives  are  but  brief  at  the    best,  And  soon  our  lives  must  end.  But  there's 
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knew  of  the  cold  si  -  lent  tomb,  Naught  he  knew  but  his  play  and  his  pray'r,  Yet  the 
could  not  foresee  that  his  bride    With  the  bright  nuptial  flow'rs  in  her  hair,  As    he 
near    to  the  dear  trundle  bed,    Where,  a  -  las,    are  the  dear  ba-by    feet,  To  the 
One  who  a-rose  from  the  grave,  Who  as-cend  -  ed  triumphant  on    high,  With  our 


time  to  go  had  almost  come,  His  feet  were  almost  there,  His  feet  were  almost  there. 

gave  to  her  the  wedding  ring;  Was  almost,  almost  there,  Was  almost,  al-most  there. 

lit-tle  feet  that  all  unled  Are  going  with  step  so  fleet,  Yes,  going  with  step  so  fleet. 

trust  in  Him  we'll  know  no  sting,  Tho'  low  in  death  we  lie,We're  almost,  almost  there. 
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CLOSING  HYMNS. 

"And  when  they  bad  sun;:  a  hymn  they  went  out  '      Matt  2ti:  ."SO. 
■Glory  to  Qod  In  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men."— Luke 9: 14. 
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We'll  Meet  A$ain. 
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Moderate. 


T.  C.  O'KANE. 
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1.  '"We'll  meet  a-gain"— how  sweet  the  word!  How  sooth-ing  is      its     sound'. 

2.  "We'll  meet  a-gain,"  the  true  heart  speaks,  When  dearest  ones  de  -  part; 

3.  In  heav'n's  se-rene     and   end-less  rest,     Se-cure  from  care  and   pain, 
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Like  strains  of  far  -  off  mu-sic      heard         On    some    en-chant-ed  ground. 

And  in  the  pleas-ing  prospect  seeks        Balm  for    the  bleeding  heart. 
There,  in  the  man-sions  of  the     blest,        We'll  sure  -  ly  meet    a  -  gain. 
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We'll  meet  a  -  gain,  meet  on  "the  ev  -  er  -  green 

We'll    meet      a    -  pain,  we'll  meet      a   -  gain. 
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shore,"      We'll  meet  a 

we'll  meet,  We'll  meet 


gain,  Yes,  meet  to   part   no    more. 

a  -  gain, 
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CLOSING   HYMNS. 

Shall  We  Meet. 


By  Permission. 
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1.  Shall  we  meet  *in    the  land   of     the    blest? 

2.  Shall  we  join    in    the  song  of     the    Lamb, 

3.  Shall  we  meet  with  the  friends  gone  be  -  fore, 


Shall    we  dwell  with  the  Fa- 
When    we  meet   on  that  beau- 
Who  have  f ol-lowed  their  Sav- 


ther   on    high?        Shall   we  meet  with  the  ran-somed  of  earth  now  at   rest, 

ti  -  f  ul    shore?       Shall  our  hearts  touch  the  chord,  and  our  hands  wave  the  palm, 
ior    be  -   low?  In    the  man-sions   of   rest  shall  we  dwell    ev  -  er  -  more, 
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Chorus. 


Now    at  rest    in    the  sweet  by 

To    the  praise  of    the   Lord  ev 

When  from  earth  and  its  cares  we 
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er-more?  J>  Shall  we  meet 
shall  go? 
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SI) all     we  meet 
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by?  Shall  we  meet 

by  ami  by!  Shall  we  meet 
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by  and  by?  Shall  we  dwell  with  the  Fa- 

by      and    by,  by  and  by 
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meet  by  and      by? 

Shall  we  meet       by    and      by,     by  and  by' 
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No.  222. 

J.   E.    RANKIN. 


CLOSING    HYMNS. 

God  be  With  You. 
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Vrr.    by  C 
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L  God  be  with  you  till  we  nu-et  a  -  gain,      By    His  counsels  guide,  up- 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  *Neath  His  wings  se-cun 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  When  li  thick  con- 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  E  banner  float 
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hold     you,  With  His  sheep  securely    fold    you,  God  be  with  vou  till  we 

hide    you;    Dai -ly  man-na  still  pro-vide    you,  God  be  with  you  till  we 

found  you,    Put  His  arms  un-fail-ing  round  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we 

vou;  Smite  death's  thrcat'nins  wave  before  vou.  God  be  with  yon  till  we 


'or     vou;  Smite  death's  threat'nin?  wave  before  you 
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Till   we    meet    at      Je  -  sus'    feet; 
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Till  we      meet,    .     . 

till  we  meet;  Till  we  meet, 
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God    be     with  yon   till 
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CLOSING   HYMNS 

Father  in  Heaven. 


MARCOS  PORTUGAL. 
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1.  Our  Fa-ther  in^  heav-en,we    hal-lowThy  name!  May  Thy  king-dom    ho-ly   on 

2.  Forgive  our  transgressions,  and  teach  us  to  know  That  hum-ble  com-pas-sion  that 
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earth  be  thesame!Oh,give  to  us  dai  -  ly  our  portion  of  bread;  It     is  from  Thy 
pardons  each  foe;  Keep  us  from  temptation,f rom  weakness  and  sun,  And  Thme  be  the 
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boun  -  ty  that  all  must  be    fed,     It    is  from  Thy  boun-ty  that  all   must  be  fed 

glo  -  ry  for-ev  -  er,  A  -  men,  And  Thine  be  the  glo  -  ry  for  -  ev  -  er,  A-men 
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No.  224. 


Unity. 


Dr.    L.   MASON. 


1.  When  shall  we     meet    a  -  gain,    Meet  ne'er  to     sev  -  er?    When  shall  peace 

2.  When  shall  love    free  -  ly   flow,     Pure   as  life's  riv  -  er?    When  shall  sweet 

3.  Tip     to   that  world   of  light     Take  us,  dear  Sav  -  ior;      May  we      all 
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wreathe  her  chain    Round  us    "for  -  ev  -  er?  Our  hearts  will  ne'er  re  -  pose,  Safe 
friend-ship  glow,  Changeless   for  -  ev  -  er?  Where  joys  ce  -  les  -  tial  thrill,  Where 
there     u  -  nite,      Hap-py     for  -  ev  -  er;  Where  kin-dred  spir- its  dwell,  There 
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OLOBIXO    HYMN'S. 


Unity. 
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from  each  blast  that  blows  Id    this  dark  vale  of    woes,    .'  ,      nev-er. 

bliss  each  heart  shall  fill,  And  fears  of  part-Log  chill,     Nev-er,    no,      q< 

may  our  mu-sic  swell,  And  time  our  joys  dis  -  pel,       Nev-er,    do, 


lay  our  mu-sic 
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Mo.  225.    Glosing  Mymnfor  Sunday  School. 

cop>ri(.ht.  i8»4,  B*  Oavioc.  cook.  DAVID  C.  COOK. 

D.   C.  C.  Harmony  by  T.    M.   T. 
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1.  We  are  part-ing,  we    arepart-ing;  We  are     leav-ing    one    an-oth-er, 

2.  Je  -  SU8  bless  you,  Je- sus  bless  you;  May  His   arms  of    love  em-braceyou, 

3.  Je  -  sus   keep  you,  Je- sus  keep  you,  Day  by     day   be  watching  o'er  you, 
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And  we    join   in  sweet-est    cho  -  rus,  Bid-ding    all      a    true  good-bye. 

In    His    ten -der  love    ca- ress  you,  May  His  bless-ings  nev- er  cease. 

With  His  pres-ence  go     be -fore  you, From  all    dan-ger    ev  -  er  keep. 
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So    now  we  say  good  -  bye,  .     .      We 

good-bye, 
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bid  you  all  good  -  bye,    .    . 

good-bye, 
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May    Je  -  sus  keep  you  all  the  time,  Good  -  bye   to  you,  good  -  bye.     .     . 

good-bve 
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DOXOLOGIES. 

Doxolo^y. 


English. 
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Praiae  God,froui  whom  all  blessings  flow,  Praise  Him,all  creatures  here  below, 

Praise  God  from  whom  all     bless-ings  flow,  Praise  Him,allcrea-tures  here  be  -  low; 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,      Praise  Him  a- 
PraiseHim,all  creatures  here  be-low;  Praise  Him  above,     Praise  Him  a-bove, 
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bove,  ^   Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavily  host; 
Praise  Him  a-bove,      ye  heav'n-ly        host;  Praise  Him  above,  Praise  Him  above, 
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Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Ho-ly  Ghost, 

Praise  Him  a-bove,  ye  heav'n-ly  host ;  Praise  Fa  -  ther,Son  and  Ho  -    ly  Ghost, 
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Praise  Fa-ther,  Son 


and  Ho-ly  Ghost,  Praise  Father,  Son, 
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and  Ho-ly  Ghost. 


DOXOLOGIES 

Doxology. 
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•-  lu-jah,  Hal-le-  la-jab,  Hal-le  -  lu-jah,  A-men,  A-men,     Hal-le-lu-jah, 


Hal-le      -       lu-jah, 
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Hal  -  le-lu-jah,  Hal-le-lu-jah,Hal-le-  lu-jah,Hal-le-lu-jah,  Hal-le -lu  -  jah,  Hal-le- 
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lu-jah, Hal-le-lu-jah,  A  -men,  A-men, Hal-le-lu-jah,A-men, Hal-le-lu-jah, A-men. 
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No.  227. 
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Old  hundred. 
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Praise  God,  ye  heav'n-ly  hosts  a-bove !  Praise  Him,  all  crea-tnres  of    His   love! 
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Praise  Him  each  morning,  noon  and  night,  Praise  Him  with  ho  -  ly,  sweet  de  -  light! 
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CLOSING  HYMNS. 

God  Bless  You. 

Copyright,  1899,  by  D.  B.  Towner. 

USED  BY  PERMISSION. 
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1.  God  bless  you      till      me  meet       a  -  gain,       And  gent  -  ly      hide     you 

2.  'Tis  sweet    to      min  -  gle  here      be  -    low,        In  pray'r  and  praise  with 

3.  There  is       a    bright  -  er,  rich   -  er      tho't,      That  tin  -  ges       life    with 
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'neath  His  wing,  Then  may  your  hours    be  filled  with    song,  While    in  your 

grate -ful  song,  'Tis  sweet  our    fel  -  low  -ship  to    know,  And    to  God's 

pur-est    gold,  Some  day  we'll  meet     to  part  no    more;  Some  day  we'll 
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Chorus. 
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hearts  His  prais  -  es    sing, 
peo  -  pie  here    be  -  long. 


God 
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bless  you,    God         bless  you,  Bless  and 


join    the  heav'n-ly     fold.)      God  keep  and  bless  you,    God  keep  and  bless  you, 


blesa  you,    God  bless  you,  Bless  Sand  keep  you    till    we  meet    a 

bless    you,      God  keep  and  bless  you, 
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SPECIAL  SONGS  FOR 

SPECIAL  OCCASIONS 


No.  229. 


Our  Gountry. 


IY  CROSBY. 
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1.  Our  country  un-ri-valed  in    beau-ty  And  splendor  that  cannot  be      told,  How 

nr  countrv.the  birth-place  of  freedom,The  land  where  our  forefathers  trod,  And 

intry,tbe past,  and  its  glo-ry,  Still  hon-or  the  names  of  the      dead;  The 

4.  Our  country  with  ardent  de- vo  -  tion,  In  God  may  thy  children  a  -    bide;  In 
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lovely  thy  hills  and  thy  woodlands,  Arrayed  in  a  sun-light  of   gold.    The  eagle,  proud 
sang  in  the  isles  of  the  f<  >rest  Their  hymn  of  thanksgiving  to  God ;  Their  bark  they  had 
statesman  that  crow  i  laurel,The  heroes  and  retaau  I  [onnt  Vernon,  where 

Him  be  the  strength  of  our  nation,  His  laws  and  irs  conns  Our -banner,  that 
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king  of  the  mountain,   Is  soaring,  ma-jes-tic  and  free;  Thy  r  kesin  their 

moored  in  the    har-bor,  No  more  oi  n  to  roam;  And  there  in  the  wilds  < 

bington slumbers, The sonl oJ  mforyears,  A-.  lerly 

time-hoDored  bann<-r,That  floats  o'er  theocean's  bright  foam.God  keep  them  unsnlli 
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No.  230. 


SPECIAL   SONGS. 

ftn&e!  of  PeaGe. 


Or.  O  W.  HOLMES. 


M.  KELLER. 


1.  An -gel  of  Peace,  thou  hast  wandered  too  long!  Spread  thy  white 

2.  Brothers  we  meet    on  this   al  -  tar  of    thine,     Ming-ling  the 

3.  An -gels  of-  Beth  -  le-hem,  an-swerthe  strain!  Hark!   a    new 


IN 

wings  to  the 
gifts  we  have 
birth-song  is 


sun-shine  of  love,  Come,  while  our  voic  -es  are  blend -ed  in  song, 
gathered  for  thee,  Sweet  with  the  o  -  dors  of  myr  -  tie  and  pine, 
fill  -  ing  the  sky!  Loud      as  the  storm-wind  that  tumbles  the  main, 
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Fly    to  our 

Breeze  of   the 

Bid  the  full 
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ark, like  the  storm-beat-en  dove!     Fly     to    our    ark     on   the  wings  of    the 
prair-ie    and  breath  of    the  sea;    Mead  -  ow  and  moun-tain  and    for  -  est  and 
cho-rus   of  earth  make  re -ply;    Let    the  loud  temp -est  of  voic  -  es    re- 


dove, 
sea! 

ply, 
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Speed  o'er  the  f  ar-sound-ing  bil-lows  of  song,  Crowned  with  thine  o-live-leaf 

Sweet  is    the  f ra-grance  of  myr-tle  and  pine,    Sweet-er  the     in-cense  we 

Roll  its  long  surge  like  the  earth-shaking  main!  Swell  the  vast  song  till  it 
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gar  -  land    of  love,     An  -  gel     of     Peace,  thou  hast  wait  -  ed   too    long! 

of  -    fer    to  thee,  Broth-ers    once  more  round  this  al    -  tar    of   thine! 

mounts  to     the  sky!     An-  gels    of     Beth  -    le-hem,  ech    -    o    the  strain! 
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No.  231. 


NATIONAL. 

Prayer  for  Peace. 


HENRY   F.  CHORLEY 


ALEXIS.   L.  LWOFF. 
I ,     I  N N- 


1.  God,  the  All-Ter  -  ri  -  ble!  Thou    who  or-dain-  est!  Thun  -  der  Thy 

2.  God,  the  Om-nip  -  o-  tent!  might  -  y  a  -  ven  -  ger,  Watch-ing     in 

3.  God,  the  All  -  Mer  -  ci -ful!  earth  hath  for-sak  -  en      Thy   ways  all 

4.  So  will  Thy    peo  -  pie,  with  thank  -  ful  de  -  vo  -  tion,  Praise  Him  who 


2 


"   1' 


-  + 


Ef 


t 


V     V 


1fr* 1 F ^-T-^->— 1 r— 1 — 

— 1        ^     < 

1 ^U 

Ah  ',       1                     *      I    a        m      +            ' 

J 

fm'     '*     m          m               \                     U* 

~\ 

i       *     J 

* 

"V            Z         3       d      1                   1          I    r- 

*       2     fl 

5            5          0        ' 

\m)              *          *       *          0       0      _+ 

"25" 

•       V         »         » 

clar  -  ion,  and   light-ning  Thy 

sword; 

Show  forth  Thy      pit  -  y      on 

vis    -    i  -  ble,  judg  -  ing    un  - 

heard; 

Save     us      in      mer  -  cy,    0 

ho    -   ly,  and  slight  -  ed   Thy 

word ; 

Bid      not  Thy  wrath     in     its 

saved  them  from    per  -  il    and 
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sword ; 
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Shout  -  ing    in     cho  -  rus,  from 

CV    l-i      *             *        m 

•      r*    *Sm 

(5» 

■■ 

™ 

T*i  9       0         •       i 

0         9      f» 

m         m       0 

2^  L_J ! * 

— H ~ — '-£■ 

-J 

0 0 9 

-1 ^— £ — 

—^-\ — +—^ 

^       J      1 ' 

t=r — 5— • 

L4- 

+ y — ' 

JS 


s 


p 


high  where  Thou reignest,  Give     to  us  peace     in     our  time,   0        Lord, 

save  us    from  dan  -  ger,  Give    to  us  peace     in     our  time,   0        Lord, 

ter  -  ror      a  -  wak  -  en;    Give     to  us     par  -  don  and  peace,  0        Lord, 

o  -  cean    to       o-  cean,  Peace  to  the     na  -  tions,  and  praise  to  the  Lord. 
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No.  232.  Kellers  American  Mymn. 

Tune:    An£el  of  Peace. 

1  Speed  our  republic,  0  Father  on  high! 

Lead  us  in  pathways  of  justice  and  right; 
|| : Rulers  as  well  as  the  ruled,  one  and  all, 
Girdle  with  virtue — the  armor  of  might! 
Hail!  three  times  hail  to  our  country  and  flag!:|| 

2  Foremost  in  battle,  for  Freedom  to  stand. 

We  rush  to  arms  when  aroused  by  its  call; 
||:Still  as  of  yore,  when  George  Washington  led, 
Thunders  our  war-cry,  We  conquer  or  fall! 
Hail!  three  times  hail  to  our  country  and  flag.':|| 

3  Rise  up,  proud  eagle,  rise  up  to  the  clouds, 

Spread  thy  broad  wings  o'er  this  fair  western  world! 
||:Fling  from  thy  beak  our  dear  banner  of  old! 
Show  thai  it  still  is  for  Freedom  unfurled! 
Hail!  three  times  hail  to  our  country  and  flag!:|j 


SPECIAL    SONGS. 
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Solo  or  Quartet. 


The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 

FRANCIS  SCOTT  KEY. 
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1.  Oh,      say,  can    you    see     by  the  dawn's  ear-  ly   light,  What  so  proud- ly  we 

2.  On  the  shore,  dim-ly    seen  thro' the  mists   of  the  deep, Where  the  foe's  haughty 

3.  And  where   is  that  band,  who    so  vaunt-ing  -  ly  swore,  That  the  hav-oc  of 

4.  Oh,     thus    be     it       ev  -  er  when  free-men  shall  stand     Be-tween  their  lov'd 
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hail'd  at  the  twilight's  last  gleaming, Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,thro'  the 
host  in  dread  si  -  lence  re  -  pos  -  es,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze;,  o'er  the 
war    and   the  bat  -  tie's  con  -  f  u  -  sion,     A         home  and     a     coun  -  try  should 

home    and    the  war's  des  -  o  -  la  -  tion ;  Blest  with  vie  -  t'ry  and  peace,  may  the 
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per  -  il  -  ous  tight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  so  gal-lant  -  ly  streaming? 

tow  -  er  -  ing  steep,  As    it    fit  -  f  ul-ly   blows,  half  con-ceals,  half  dis  -  clos  -  es? 

leave  us     no    more?  Their  blood  ha  3  wash'd  out  their  foul  footsteps'  pol  -  lu  -  tion, 

heav'n-res-cued  land  Praise  the  pow'r  chat  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a    na  -  tion, 
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And  the  rockets'  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air,  Gave  proof  thro'  the  night 
Now  it  catch-es  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam,  In  full  glo  -  ry  re-flect- 

No  ref-uge  could  save  the  hire-ling  and  slave,  Prom  the  ter-ror  of  flight, 
on-quer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it     is    just,     And     this     be  our  mot- 
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Star-Spangled  Banner. 
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that  oni  ban  -  ner  yet 

ed,  now  shines  on  the  stream;1  .  ban-ner;  oh,  long  may  it 

or  the  gloom  of  I  ban-ner    in    tri-umph  doth 

!    is  our  tru  I   ban-ner    in     tri-umph  shall 
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No.  234 


America. 


English. 


et  land  of  lib  -  er  -ty,  Of  thee  I   sing;  Land  where  my 
My  na-tive  country ,thee,Land  of  *the  no-ble,  free,  Thy  name  I  love;    I    love  thy 
Let  mn-sic  swell  the  breeze, And  ring  from  all  the  trees,  Sweet  freedom's  song,  Let  mor-tal 
Ourfa-ther's  God!  toThee.Au-thor  of  lib-  er-ty,  To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 
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fathers  died,Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride, From  ev'ry  mountainside,  Let  freedom  ring! 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  tem-pled  hills ;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a-b< 
tongues  awake,  Let  all  that  breathe  partake,  Let  rocks  their  silence  break.The  sound  prolong. 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light;  Protect  us  by  Thy  might,  Great  God, our 
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No.  235.  He's  a  Drunkard  To-night 


C.  H.  G. 

With  expression. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  E.  O.  Excell. 
Used  by  Permission. 


CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
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1.  Somewhere  to-night    in  this  cold,  drear-y  world,    Wan-ders     a    boy  that    I 

2.  When  but    a  babe    in  my  arms  he    did    lie,        Ten  -  der  -  ly  watch-ing  his 

3.  Fa  -  ther,  give  ear    to    a  poor  moth-er'spray'r!    Oh!  save  my    boy,    in   thy 
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cher  -  ish    so,  Tread  -  ing    the  dark      and   the  un  -  bid  -  den  road, 

slum  -  bers  o'er,  Oh,  how     my  heart    with     e  -  mo-tions  would  fill, 

mer  -  cy,  save!        Show  him      the  ter  -    ror,    the  woe  and    de-spair, 
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Lead -ing    to    mis  -    er  -  y,    pain    and  woe;      Gen  -  tie     and  true,    not  a 
Dreaming  sweet  dreams  that  may  come   no  more,    Still     in      the  hall      I  can 
Show  him  the  curse       of      a    drunk-ard's  grave,  Give  back     my  boy     as  he 
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TEMPEKAXC2. 


He's  a  Drunkard  To-nteht. 


sin  to  blight,  When  but  a  babe  he  was  my  de-light,  Pure  as  the 
hear  his  feet,  Soft-ly  his  voice  comes  in  ac  -  cento  sweet,  As  he,  of 
used  to   be, —    Take  all  the  world,  it     is      vain        to   me,      Give  back   the 
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snow  and  as  spotless  white,  Yet,  oh,  my  God,  he's  a  drunk-ard  to-night! 
old,  wculd his  pray'r  repeat,  Oh,  can  it  be,  he's  a  drunk-ard  to-night? 
child  to  his  mother's  knee,     That  none  can  say,    "he's  a  drunk-ard  to-night!" 
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Pit-y    the  boy!      Pit-y    the  boy!  Angels  might  weep  at  be-hold-ing  the  sight; 
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Oh !  how  I  lov'd  him,  the  child  of  my  heart,  Yet ,  oh,  my  God,he's  a  drunkard  to-night ! 
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No.  236. 


H.  C.   W. 


SPECIAL    SONGS. 

Gome  Home,  Father! 


HENRY  C.  WORK. 
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1.  Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now!  The  clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes 

2.  Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now!  The  clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes 

3.  Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now!  The  clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes 
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one ;  You  said  you  were  coming  right  home  from  the  shop,  As  soon  as  your  day's  work  was 
two ;  The  night  has  grown  colder,  and  Ben-ny  is  worse,  But  he  has  been  calling  for 
three ;    The  house  is  so  lone-  ly ,  the  hours  are  so  long  For  poor  weeping  mother  and 
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done.        Our  fire  has  gone  out,  our  house  is  all  dark,  And  mother's  been  watch-rag  since 
you.  In-deed  he  is  worse,  Ma  says  he  will  die,  Perhaps  before  morning  shall 

me.  Yes,  we  are  a-lone,  poor  Ben-ny  is  dead,  And  gone  with  the  angels  of 
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Gome  Home,  Father! 
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With  poor  brother  Benny  so  sick  in  her  arms,  And  no  one  to  help  her  but 
dawn;    An. 1  this  is  the  I  metobring,"Com«qnickly,orhewillbe 

•is  that  he  said, "I  wan; 
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me.  Come  home!  come  home!  come  home !  Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home. 

gone."  Come  home!  erne  home!  come  home !  Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home. 

i  Jome  home!  come  home!  come  home  .*  Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home. 
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Hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the  child  Which  the  nightwinds  repeat  as  they  roam!     Oh, 
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who  could  resist  this  most  plaintive  of  praj  m  Hi         her,  dear  father,  come  home! 
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H  be  better  to  omit  the  Chorus.    The  Song 
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SPECIAL    SONGS. 

The  Sinner  and  the  Song. 


Bv  permission  of  Will  l.  Thompson  &  Co,  East  Liverpool,  O. 

WILL  L.  THOMPSON. 
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1.  A     sin  -  ner  was  wand'ring  at  ev  -  en  -  tide,  His  tempter  was  watching  close 

2.  He  stopped  and  list-ened   to     ev'ry  sweet  chord,  He  re-mem-bered  the  time    he 
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by     at    his    side,     In  his  heart  raged  a    bat  -  tie  for  right   a-gainst  wrong,  But 
once  loved  the  Lord,     Come    on!  says  the  tempter,  come  on  with    the  throng, But 
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hark!  from  the  church  he  hears  the  sweet  song.  1.  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er    of    my  soul, 
hark!  from  the  church  a  -  gain  swells  the  song.  2.  While  the  billows  near  me   roll, 
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long,    I      fly        to  theSav-ior  Hedwellsin  that  song,    Oh,  Lord,  can  it     be 
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The  Sinner  and  the  Son£. 


that  a  sin- ner  like    me,    May  find     a  sweet  ref-nge    by   com-ing    to  Thee? 
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Oth- er  ref- age  have     I        none;     Hangs  my  help-less    soul    on      Thee. 
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I  come,  Lord,  I  tmt,  Th-»al  t  forgire  the  dark  past,  And   0,  receive  my  soul  at 
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No.  238. 

ISAAC  WATTS. 


Harvey's  Ghant. 


WM.   B.   BRADBURY. 


1.  0  God,  our  help  in      a-ges  past,  Our  hope  for  years  to  come,  Our  shelter  from 

2.  Be- fore  the  hills  in     or-der  stood,  Or  earth  received  her  frame,  From  everlast- 

3.  Thy  word  commands  our  flesh  to  dust:  "Return,  j  men;"  All  nations  rose 

4.  Time, like  an   ev  -  er-  roll-ing  stream,  Bears  all  its  sons  a  -  way;  They  fly,  for-got- 

5.  0  God,  our  help  in      a-ges  past;  Our  hope  for  years  to  come,  Be  Thouourguard 
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the  storm-y  blast,  And  our  e  -  ter  -  nal  home"  And  our  e  -  ter  -  nal 
ing  Thou  art    God,    To    end-less  years  the.  same;  To    end-less  years  the 

from  earth  at  first,  And  turn  to  earth  a  -  gain;  And  turn  to  earth  a- 
ten,   as      a  dream  Dies     at    the    op-'ning  day;  Dies    at    the    op-'ning 

while  troubles  last,    And     our    e-  ter  -  nal  home!  And  our     e-  ter  -  nal 


home! 
same. 

gain. 

day. 
home! 
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No.  239.      The  Bird  with  a  Broken  Wing. 


HEZEKIAH   BUTTERWORTH 

mp  Effective  as  a  Solo. 


Copyright-  1894,  by  henry  Date, 
used  by  pfsmission. 


J.  H.   TENNEY. 
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1.  I      walked  in  the  wood-land  mead-ows,  Where  sweet  the  thrushes   sing, 

2.  I  found      a  young  life  bro  -  ken,    By      sin's    se-duc-tive    art, 

3.  Butthebirdjyitha  Lro  -  ken  pin  -  ion,  Kept^an-oth  -  er  from  the    snare, 
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And  found  on    a  bed    of    moss-es,    A  bird  with  a    bro-ken  wing. 

And  touched  with  a  Christ-like  pit  -  y,      I  took      him  to    my  heart; 

And  the  life^    that  sin    had  strick-en,  Raised  an-oth^-     er  from  de  -  spair, 
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I       healed    its  wing,  and  each  morn  -  ing,    It    sang  its    old  sweet  strain, 
He  lived  with  a       no    -     bier  pur  -  pose,  And  strug-gled  not    in      vain, 
Each  loss  has  its  own  corn-pen  -  sa  -  tion,  There's  healing  for  each    pain, 
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But  the  bird  with  the  bro-ken  pin  -  ion, 
But  the  life  that  sin  had  strick-en, 
But  the  bird  with  the   bro-ken  pin  -  ion, 
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Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain; 

Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain; 

Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain; 
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But  the  bird  with  the  bro-ken  pin-ion,  Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gam. 
But  the  life  that  sin  had  strick-en,  Nev-er  soared  as  high  a  -  gain. 
But  the  bird  with  the  bro-ken   pin-ion,      Nev-er  soared  as  high    a  -  gain. 
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Drifting  Away  from  God. 


Mrs.   J.   A.  GRIFFITH. 
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2.  Drift-ing 

3.  Drift-ing 

4.  Drift-ing 
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from  Christ  in      thy  youth,    Drift-ing 
from  moth  -  er     and  home,    Drii 
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mer  -  cy  and  truth, 
sor  -  row  to  roam, 
dark-ness  a  -  bide, 
wild  break-ers  roar; 
gain  and      a  -  gain? 


Drift-ing  to  sin  in  ten  -  der  -  est  youth, 
Drift-ing  where  peace  and  rest  can  -  not  come, 
Drift-ing  from  heav'n  a  -  way  in  your  pride, 
Drift-ed  and  strand  -  ed,  wrecked  ev  -  er  -  more, 
Soon  you'll   be      lost!       in       sin       to       re-  main, 
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called  you     be  -  fore;     See!       you  are    near -ing      e    -    ter  -  ni  -  ty's  shore- 
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Soon  vou  may  per  -  i.-h,  be     lost  ev  -  er  -  rrtore,  Je  -  sua  now  calls  for  you. 
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H.   H.   B. 

Duet. 


SPECIAL    SONGS. 

The  Penitents  Pfea. 


COPYRIGHT,    BY  THE  SALVATION   ARMY 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


1.  Sav  -  ior,  hear  me,  while  be  -fore     Thy  feet 

2.  Back  with   all  the  guilt  my  spir  -    it  bears, 

3.  Yet  why  should  I  fear,  hast  Thou     not  died 

4.  All  the    riv  -  ers   of  Thy  grace       I  claim, 
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sins    re-peat,  Stained  with  guilt,  myself  ab  -  hor  -  ing,  Filled  with  grief,  my  soul  out- 
ries    of  years,  Self  and  shame  and  fear  de  -  spis  -  ing,  Foes  and  taunting  fiends  sur- 
be    de  -  nied?    To  that  heart  its  sins  con  -  f ess  -  ing,    Canst  Thou  fail  to  give  a 
write  my  name:  As       I     am      I  come  be  -  liev  -  ing,     As  Thou  art  Thou  dost,  re- 


pour  - 
pris  - 
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ing,  Canst  Thou  still  in  mercy  think  of  me,  Stoop  to  set  my  shackled 
ing,  Sav  -  ior,  to  Thy  cross  I  press  my  way,  And  a  broken  heart  be- 
ing? By  the  love  of  pit  -  y  Thou  hast  shown,  By  the  blood  that  did  for 
ing,  Bid     me  rise    a  freed  and  pardon'd  slave;  Master  o'er  my  sin,  the 


spir  -  it  free?  Raise  my  sinking  heart  and  bid  me  be  Thy  child  once  more.  (once  more!) 
fore    it    lay;    Ere      I  leave,  oh,  let  me  hear  Thee  say,  "It  shall    be  thine!"  (be  thine!) 
me     a  -  tone,  Bold  -  ly    I    will  kneel  before  Thy  throne,  A  plead-ing     soul. 

pleading  soul. 

world,  the  grave,  Charging  me  to  preach  Thy  pow'r  to  save  To  sin-bound    souls . 
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The  Penitent's  Plea. 
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Grace        there  is    my    ev  -  'ry  debt  to  pay,  Blood  to  wash  my   ev-'ry 

i  iv      ev        -        »ry  debt    to       pay,  Blood  to  wash  my    e\         ■     'ry 
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sin     a  -  way,  Pow'r  to  keep  me  sinless  day  by  day,  For  me,    for    me. 

Bin    a  -    way.   Pow'r  to  keep  nie  bin    -     less         day     by      day. 
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The  Man  of  Galilee. 
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1.  I    am  on     a  shining  path-way,  A-down  life's  short'ning years,  And  my  heart  hath 

2.  My    soul  hath  had  its  conflicts,With  mighty  hosts  of  sin,     With  dead- ly 

3.  I    am  coming  near  the  cit-y,   My  Savior's  hands  have  piled,  And  I  know  mv 
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known  its  sorrows,  Mine  eyes  have  seen  their  tears;  But  I  saw  those  shadows  flee,  And  the 

foes  with-out  me,  And  darker  foeswith-in.  But  I  saw  those  le-gions  flee,  And  my 

Father's  waiting  To  welcome  home  His  child.  For  unworthy  tho'  I    be,     He  will 
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shining  light  I  see,While  I'm  trusting  in  the  merit  Of  the  Man    of  Gal  -  i  -  lee. 

soul  found  vic-to-ry,\Yhen  I  trusted  in  the  merit  Of  the  Man    of  Gal  -  i  -  lee. 

find  a  place  for  me,  For  He  is  the  King  of  Glory,  The    Man    of  Gal  -  i  -  lee. 
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No  Room  in  the  Inn. 


A.  L.  SKILTON 

Slow. 


COPYRIGHT,    1891,   BY   R.   KELSO   CARTER.     USED    BY    PERMISSION. 

E.  o.  Excell,  owner.  EL.  GRACE   UPDECRAFF. 
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1.  No  beau  -  ti  -  ful  cham  -  ber,  No  soft   era  -  die    bed,        No  place  but     a 

2.  No  sweet  con  -  se  -  era  -  tion,  No  seek-ing     His     part,       No     bu  -  mil  -  i- 

3.  No  one    to     re- ceive  Him,  No  wel-come  while  here,      No  balm  to     re- 

I     Is    h  .     I  I     ^    f"1  ,     IrJ.  .  .  . 
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man  -  ger,    No -where  for    His       head; 
a  -    tion,  No    place   in      the       heart; 
lieve      him,   No     staff  but      a        spear; 
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No     prais  -  es     of  glad  -  ness, 

No     tho't    of    the  Sav  -  ior, 

No    seek  -  ing  His  treas  -  ure, 

i  .  i     r 


t-I^L-fr 


1 


i=t 


f^t± 


v- 


i=j==^=^=^pfej= 


+—  *— *— c_b 


£-£ 


#//. 


i=S=^= 


3tz: 


-h— K- 


tr-rriTry*T* 


No  tho't  of  their  sin, 
No  sor-row  for  sin, 
No  weep-ing  for     sin, 


No  glo  -  ry  but  sad-ness,  No  room  in  the  inn. 
No  pray'r  for  His  fa  -  vor,  No  room  in  the  inn. 
No     do  -  ing  His  pleas-ure,  No  room  in  the     inn. 


Chorus. 
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No  room,    no    room  for    Je  -  sus,      Oh,  give    Him  wel  -  come  free,     Lest 


£ .       Jl    + 


:rfzz_„p      -  ~  ^t^F1 


H  t 


-Vffg  0 -0 0 r-|-  —    -       P- 


l=t 


£zrzziz3 


^ 


f*   "K^J* 


m  ? 


you  should  hoar     at  heav 


en's  gate,  "There  is        no  room     for     thee." 
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No.  244.       Gan  a  boy  rorget  His  Mother? 


COP>Hi&MT,   188t>,    m   Riv    J.   H.   WESCR. 
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Rov.  J.   H     WEBER. 
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1.  Can   a  boy   for-get   bis  mother's  pra/r, When  he  has  wander'd,  God  knows 

face,Whose  heart  was  kind  and  fill'd  wil 

3.  Can   a  boy  for-get   his  m  »r,  Prom  which  he  wander'd  years  be- 

4.  Can   a  boy  for-get  that    she     is  dead,  Tho'  ma- ny  years  have pass'dand  fled? 
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It's  down  the  path   of  death  and  shame,  But  mother's  pray'rs  are  heard  the  same! 
Her  lov  -  ing  voice  it     ech-oes  sweet;  She  waits,  she  longs  her  boy    to  meet! 
With  tears  and  sighs  she  said,  "Good-bye;  Meet  me,  my  boy,   be-yond   the   sky!"' 
.that  pray'r,tbat  sweet"Good-bye;"She  waits  to  welcome  thee  on    high! 


Chorus. 
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Comeback,  my  boy,  comeback,  I    say,  And  walk  now    in  thy  moth-er's  way! 
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Come  back,  my  boy,  comeback,  I     say,  And  walk  now    in    thy  mother's  way. 
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Tell  Mother  I'll  be  There. 


C.  M.  F. 


Not  too  fast 


Copyright,  1898,  by  Fillmore  Boos. 

USED    BV   PERMISSION. 


CHAS.  M.   FILLMORE. 


1.  When  I    was  but*    a      lit  -  tie  child,  how  well    I    rec  -co-leet,  How 

2.  Tho"     I    was  oft  -  en  way-ward,  she    was    al-ways  kind  and  good,  So 

3.  When  I      be  -  came  a    prod  -  i  -  gal    and  left  the    old  roof-tree,  She 
4!    One  day    a    raes-sagecame  to    me,    it    bade  me  quick  -  ly    come,  If 
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I  would  grieve  my  moth-er    with  my 
pa-tient,  gen  -  tie,  lov  -  ing,  when  I 
al-most  broke  her  lov  -  ing  heart  in 

I  would  see    my  moth-er,    ere  the 


fol  -  ly     and    neg  -  lect,  And 
act  -  ed  rough  and    rude,       My 

mourn-ing    aft  -  er      me,  And 
Sav-ior    took  her   home;        I 
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now  that    she    has  gone    to  heav'n,  I     miss  her    ten  -  der  care,  0 

child-hood  griefs  and    tri  -  als,    she  would  glad  -ly    with   me  share,  0 

day    and  night  she  prayed  to      God    to    keep  me     in     His  care,  0 

prom-ised    her,    be -fore     she    died,  for   heav-en      to     pre-pare,  0 
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Is,  tell  my    moth-er     I'll    be    there.      Tell  moth-er        ¥ 
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Tell  Mother  I'll  be  there. 


there 


an-swer 


to       herpray'r,     This  •,  guard-ian 

±    ±  ±      ±    ±    *.    *    ± 


')■■'■ 


s 


an  -  gels,     to      her      bear, 
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Tell    moth-er 


be  there,  heav'n'* 
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joys  with  her 


to  share,  Yes,  tell 


my    dar-ling    moth-er 


I 

I'll     be  there. 
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No.  246.    Oh,  Bow  Thine  Ear,  Eternal  One. 


JOHN   PIERPONT 

AjL- 


For  Dedication. 
Uxbridge. 


LOWELL  MASON. 
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1.  Oh,  bow  Thine  ear, E -ter -nal    One!  On  Thee  our  heart  a  -  dor  -  ing  calls; 

2.  Here    let  Thy  ho  -ly    days   be     kept;  And   be  this  place  of  wor-  ship  giv'n, 
3-  Here  may  Thine  honor  dwell;  and  here,  As     incense,  let  Thy  chil-dren's  pray 'r, 

4.  Here     be  Thy  praise  de-vout-ly    sung;  Here  let  Thy  truth  beam  forth  to  save, 

5.  And  when  the:  lips,  that  with  thy  name  Are   vo-cal  now,  to    dust  shall  turn, 


To  Thee  the  foil' wers   of     Thy    Son  Have  raised,and  now  de-vote  these  walls. 

Like  that  bright  spot  where  Jacob  slept,  The  house  of  God,  the  gate    of    heaVn. 

From  contrite  hearts  and  lips  sin -cere,  Rise    on  the  still  and   ho-  ly       air. 
As  when,  of  old,  Thy  Spir- it    hung,   On  wings  of  light,  o'er  Jor-dan's 
On     oth-ers  may  de  -  vo-tion's  flame    Be  kindled  here,  and  pure  -  ly      burn ! 
|--._-_---*.-.J-^1 
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No.  247.     Have  Gourage,  my  Boy,  to  say  No.' 


P.  s. 


Us--:o  bv  per.  op  Dr.  h.  ft.  Palmer, 
Owner  o~  copyright. 


H.   R.   PALMER. 


Solo 
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1.  You're  starting,  my  boy,   on  life's  jour-ney,  A  -  long  the  grand  highway  of  life; 

2.  In    cour-age    a  -  lone  lies  your  safe  -  ty,  When  you  the  long  journey  be  -  gin; 

3.  Be   care-ful    in  choos-ing  com -pan-ions,  Seek  on  -  ly  the  brave  and  the  true; 
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You'll  meet  with  a  thou-sand  temp-ta-tions— Each  cit-y  with      e  -  vil     is     rife. 

Your  trust  in     a    heav-en-  ly    Fa  -  ther  Will  keep  you  un  -  spot-ted  from  sin. 

And  stand  by  your  friends  when  in  tri  -  al,  Ne'er  changing  the  old  for    the  new, 
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This  world  is  a  stage  of  ex-  cite-ment,  There's  danger  wher-ev-er  you  go; 
Temp-ta-tions  will  go  on  in-creas  -  ing,  As  streams  from  a  riv  -  u  -  let  flow; 
And  when  by  false  friends  you  are  tempted,  The  taste  of  the  wine-cup  to  know. 
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But     if    you  are  tempt-ed  in  weak-ness,  Have  courage,  my  boy,  to  say 

But     if  you'd  be  true    to  your  man-hood,  Have  courage,  my  boy,  to  say 

ks.  with  patience  and  kindness,  Have  courage,  my  boy,   to  say 
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No! 
No! 
No! 
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Have  Goura£e,  my  Boy,  to  say  No! 


Chorus. 
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Haveconr-ag  .   to  say        No!    Have  cour-age,  my  boy,     to  say        No! 
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Have  cour-age,  my  boy.  Have  courage,  my  boy,  Have  courage,  my  boy,  to  say 
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No.  248.     0  Thou,  Whose  Own  Vast  Temple  Stands. 


I.  WATTS. 


Tor  Dedication. 

St.  Martin's. 


WILLIAM  TANSUR. 
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1.     0     Th  own      vast  t^-m  -  pie  stands  Built  o    -    ver    earth  and  sea; 

'•d,  from  Thine    in  -    most  glo  -  ry    send,  With-in     these  courts  to  bide, 

3.  May    err  -  ing   minds   that  wor-ship    here  Be  taught  the     bet-  ter 

4.  May  faith  grow  firm,     and  love  grow  warm,  And  pure     de  -  vo  -  tion  rise, 


fe±±»  ■•  \yji  upp 


Ac-cept  the    walls    that  hu    -    man  hands  Have  raised  to     wor-ship  Thee. 

The  peace  that  dwell  -  eth,  with    -    out   end,  Se  -  reoe  -  ly        by    Thy   side. 

And  they  who  mourn,  and  they        who  fear,  Be  strengthened     as  they  pray. 

While  round  these  hal  -  lowed  walls       the  storm  Of     earth-born   pas-sion  dies. 
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No.  249. 


Room  Among  the  Angels. 


W.   A.  OGOEN. 


A  mother, who  was  preparing  some  Hour  to  make  into  bread,  left  it  for  a  few  moments,  when 
little  Mary — with  childish  curiosity  to  see  what  it  was— took  hold  of  the  dish,  which  fell  to  the 
floor,  spilling  its  contents.  The  mother  struck  the  child  a  severe  blow,  saying,  with  anger,  that 
she  was  "aiioays  in  the  way." 

Two  weeks  after,  little  Mary  sickened  and  died.  On  her  death-bed,  while  delirious,  she 
asked  her  mother  if  there  would  be -room  for  her  among  the  angels."  When  too  late,  the 
broken-hearted  mother  fert  no  sacrifice  too  great  could  she  have  saved  her  child. . 
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1.  Is 

2.  I 

3.  I 


there  room  among  the  an  -  gels 
have  sorely  tried  you,  moth-er, 
was  not  so  wayward,moth  -  er, 


For  the  spirit  of  your  child? 

Been  to  you  a  constant  care, 

Not       sovery,ver-y    bad, 
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Will  they  take  your  little  Ma  -  ry 
And  you  will  not  miss  me,  moth  -  er, 
But    that  tender  love  would  nour  -  ish, 


In  their  loving  arms  so  mild? 
When  I  dwell  among  the  fair; 
And  make  Mary's  heart  so  glad! 
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Will  they  ever  love  me  fond  -  ly, 
For  you  have  no  room  for  Ma  -  ry, 
Oh,     I  yearn  for  pure  af-fec    -    tion 


As 
She 
In 


A         AAA 


my  story  books  have  said? 
was  ever  in  your  way, 
this  world  of  bitter  woe, 

aaa 


Will     they  find  a  home  for  Ma 
And  she  fears  the  good  will  shun 
And        I  long  for  bliss  im-mor 
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ry,    Ma-ry  num  -  bered  with  the  dead? 

her,  Will  they,  dar-ling  moth-er,  say? 

tal,    In  that  land  where  I     must  go. 
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Room  Amon*  the  An*els. 
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Tell      me,   tru  -  lv,    dar-ling  raotk  -  er 


la     there  room  in  heav'n  for  me? 
■»-     ■*-•   -0-  -<&-' 
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WiD       I    gain   the  home  of    spir  -  its,    And     the  shin-ing    an  -  gels  see? 
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No.  250.  Now  the  Day  is  Over. 

SABINE  BARING-GOULD.  For  Family  Devotion. 


J.   BARNBY. 
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1.  Now  the    day    is  o     -    ver,  Night  is    draw -ing  nigh, 

2.  Now  the  dark  -  ness  gath  -  ers,  Stars  be  -  gin     to  peep, 

3.  Je  -  sus,  give    the  wea   -    ry  Calm  and  sweet  re     - 

4.  Grant  to      li:  -tie  chil  -  dren           Vis-ions  bright  of  Thee,^ 


Shad  -  owa     of      the       ev 
Birds    and  beasts,  and     flow 
With   Thy    ten  -  d'rest  bless 

Guard   the    sail  -  ors 


ning 

ing 

ing 


1,11 
Steal     a  -  cross  the      sky. 
Soon    will    be       a  - 
May    our    eye  -  lids    clo.se. 
On      the  deep  blue      sea. 
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7  When  the  morning  wakens, 

Then  may  I  ari 
Pure  and  fresh  and  si 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 

8  Glory  to  the  Pat! 

•lie  Son, 
And  to  Tl  Spirit, 

Whilst  all  a^es  run. 
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ev  -  'i. 

5  Comfort  every  sufferer 

ing  late  in  pain, 
Those  who  plan  some  evil 
From  their  sin  restrain. 

6  Through  the  long  night  watches, 

Thine  angels  Bpread 
Their  white  wings  above  me, 
patching  round  my  b 
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No.  251. 


'Gome  This  Way,  Papa." 


COPYRIGHT,  1886,  BY  E.  C.  Avis. 


A  little  child,  fearing  that  her  papa  might  lose  his  way  to  the  shore  through  the  mist  that 
had  come  upon  the  water,  said: — "Mamma,  I  had  better  run  down  to  the  shore  and  call  papa." 
The  father  heard  the  voice,  and  following  in  the  direction  from  whence  it  came  was  soon  safe 
on  the  shore.  Oh!  sinner.  Christ  is  calling  yon  out  of  the  mists  and  darknes3  of  sin.  May  you 
hear  His  voice,  and  come  out  into  the  light,  and  be  saved. 

E.   C.  A.  E.   C.  AVIS. 

Con  espresdone. 
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1.  Out   in  the  darkness  I    wan-dered  a-lone,    Out  on  the  tur  -  bu-lent     sea; 

2.  Quickly    I  followed  the  dear  lov-ing  call,  Steering  my  bark  for  the   shore; 

3.  Had  I  not  heed-ed  the  voice  when  it  said,  "Come  this  way,  papa,  to      me," 

4.  Je-sus  is  ten  -  der  -  ly    say-ing   to- day,  "Lost  one,  oh,  come  un-to    me;" 

5.  Oh.  then  to-night,  as  you  hear  the  sweet  call,  Will  you  not  come  and  be   free? 
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Here  must  I  per-ish,  I  tho't,  when  I    heard  A  voice  sweetly  saying  to      me — 
Soon  was    I  safe  in  the  bar- bor,  and  heard  A  voice  sweetly  saying  once  more — 
I  might  have  drifted  a-way  from  the  shore,  And  perished  at  last  on  the    sea. 
Loved  ones  have  anchored  with  Him  on  the  strand,Yes,  sweetly  they're  calling  for  thee. 
Je-sus,  the  Sav-ior,  will  an-chor  thy  bark,  Where  loved  ones  are  waiting  for  thee. 
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Hark !  oh,  hark!  'tis  the  voice,  'tis  the  voice  of  my  child,  Tenderly  saying  to  me- 
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Repeat  pp,  after  last  verse. 
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"Come  this  way,  papa,  come  this  way,  pa-pa,  Come,  I  am  wait-ing  for     thee." 
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No.  252.        My  Mother  is  Praying  for  Me. 


MAY  AGNES  OSGOOD. 
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C.  C.   CLINE. 
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1.  I        knelt    by    my      moth-er,     her      hand    en     my     head,     And 

2.  In       dark-r.'  sin      I      have      wan-dered     a  -  way,      Nor 

3.  I'm       wea  -  ry     of       sin  -  ning;    I        turn     to    the    cross,  And  ito 


utteredmy  pray'r  at  her    knee; 
tried  from  temp-ta-tion  to      flee; 
light  shin-ing   o'er  me   I       see; 


Now  far,  far  a  -  way  from  her 
But  down  in  my  heart  I  co  ild 
I'll     go        to     my    Sav  -    ior,    and 
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side       I      have  strayed,  But    my   moth-er        is      pray  -  ing  for  me. 

nev  -   er       for  -  get      That  my  moth-er      was     pray  -  ing  for  me 

thank   Him      a  -   gain     That     a     moth-er      was     pray  -  ing  for  me 

m  m  *    . 


My  moth-er   is  pray-ing  for    me,        My  moth-er  is   pray-ing  for  me,      por 
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sure  -  ly    I  know  that  wher-ev-er    I    go,  My  mother  is  pray-ing  for    me. 
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SPEOIAIi   SONGS. 

The  Two  Lives. 


COPYRIGHT,  MCM,   BY  C.   C.  CLINE. 


MARTHA  MAY  CLINE. 
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1.  Two  babes  were  born  in  the  self -same  town,  On  the  ver  -  y      same  bright  day, 

2.  Two  chil-dren  played  in  the  self-same  town,  And  the  chil-dren  both  were  fair, 

3.  Two  maidens  wrought  in  the  self-same  town,  And    one  was  wedded  and    loved, 

4.  Two  wo-men  lay  dead  in  the  self-same  town,  And     one  had     ten  -  der    care, 

5.  If    Jesus,  who  died    for    rich  and  poor,  In      won-drous  ho  -  ly     love, 
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They  laughed  and  cried  in  their  moth  -  er's  arms,  In  the  ver  -  y  self  - 
But  one  had  curls  brushed  smoothe  and  round,  The  oth  -  er  had  tang 
The  oth  -  er  saw  thro'  the  cur  -  tains  part  The  world  where  her  sis  ■ 
The  oth-er  was  left  to       die         a- lone,  On  her    pal  -  let  so  thin 

Took  both       the  sis    -    ters       in        His  arms,    And     car  -  ried    them 


same 
led 
ter 
and 
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way,  And  both  seemed  pure  and  in-no  -  cent  As    fall-ing  flakes  of     snow; 

hair,  The  chil-dren  both  grew  up  a  -  pace,  As    oth  -  er  chil-dren    grow; 

moved,  And  one  was  smiling  a  hap  -  py  bride,  The  other  knew  care  and  woe; 

bare,  The  one  had  many  to  mourn  her  loss,  For  the  other  few  tears  would  flow; 

bove,  Then  all  the  dlff-'rence  vanished  quite,  For  in  heaven  none  would  know 


But  one  of  them  lived  in 
But  one  of  them  lived  in 
For  one  of  them  lived  in 
For  one  had  lived  in 
Which  one  of  them  lived  in 


in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
a  terraced  house,  And  which  in  the  street  be 


a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

The  Two  Lives. 
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But  one  of  them  lived  in 
But  one  of  them  lived  in 
For  one  of  them  lived  in 
For  one  had  lived  in 
Which  one  of  them  lived  in 


a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
a  terraced  house,  And  one 
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in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
in  the  street  be 
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a  terraced  house,  And  which  in  the  street  be 
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No.  254. 


A  Ghristmas  Carol. 


Words  and  melody  by  G.  W.   CABLE. 


Harmony  by  H.   R.  SHELLEY. 
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1.  Chil-dren   of    Je  -  sus,  come  lift    the  chant,  resound  the  chord;  Once  more  is  con- 

2.  Chil-dren   of    Je  -  sus,  while  bells  un-num-bered  swing  and  ring,  With  anthem  and 

3.  Tell     of   the  wise  men  who  Ma-ry  with  the  young  Child  found,  And  shepherds  up- 

4.  Chil-dren   of    Je  -  sus,     a  -  gain  this  morn  let  plain  and  hill  Ring,  Glo  -  ry    to 
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firmed  all    the  pro-phets'  wondrous  word.  For  gold  and  myrrh  bringpur-i- ty,  For 
car-ol   your  sup-  pli  -  ca-tions  bring,  That  God  all  hearts  may  fash  -  ion,   For 
star-tied  from  off    the  frost  -  y  ground,  Sing  all  the    an  -  gels  sang  to  them,  And 
God, peace  on  earth,  to  men  good    will!  Ho-san-na    in    the  high    -   est!  Let 
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frankincense  bring  char-i-ty,  The  gifts  of  the  soul    for  the  birth-day  of  the  Lord! 

ev  -  'ry  ho  -  ly  pas    -  sion,  And  guide  all  his  chil-dron  to  Christ,  the  children's  King, 
show  the  Star  of  Beth-le-hem,  Ye  chil-dren  of    Je  -  sus,  the  wak-ing  world  a-round. 
Christmas  bring  Christ  nighest!  Ho-san-na!  Ho-san  -  na!  Christ  Je-sus  com-eth  still. 
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No.  255.  G. 

BESSIE   DeMOSS  ELLIS. 


SPECIAL.    SONGS. 

Goiwerstion  Son£. 

Adapted  from   FOSTER. 
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*  {  The  val  -iant  hosts  of  our  great  En-deav-  or  Band,  With  ban-  ners  tri- 
'  {  With  faith  in  God  as  our  ev  -  er  shin-  ing  shield,  With  firm-  ness,  with 
2  (Be  -  girt  with  truth  we  shall  nev  -  er  wea  -  ry  grow,  Tho'  sor  -  row  and 
J"  (  The  night  will  come  with  its  ho  -  ly  hours  of  rest,  When  life  with  its 
o    j  When  home  ties  call  and  the  time  has  come  to    part,  When  lips  breathe  the 


I  We   still  shall  sing    of 
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an     oth  -  er  hap  -  py     time,  When  min  -  gled 
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umph-ant      un  -  furled, 
pa-tience,  and    love, 
sad  -  ness    as  - 
tri  -  als      are 
ten  -  der  good 
un  -  ion    once 


sail, 

o'er, 

bye, 

more, 


Are  gathering  now      at  our  might-y  King's  command, 
We'll  stand  for  Christ  'till  the  world  to  Him  shall  yield, 
For  hope  shall  whis  -  per  of  Heav  -  en  as  we  go, 
The  soul   will  sleep    on  the  Sav-ior's  loving  breast, 
When  mem-'ries  deep    fill  the   cav-erns  of  the  heart, 
We'll  chant  the  strains  of  that  mel  -  o  -  dy  sub-lime, 
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To  bear  Kis  standard  round  the  world.     And  the  flag  of  Union  floats  a-bove. 
And  give  cheer  when  fainting  hearts  shall  fail,       And  will  bear  the  weary  load  no  more. 
And  the  tears  unbidden  dim  the  eye,        That  the  angels  sing  for-ev  -  er-more. 
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Shout    a-loud    ho-san-na! 
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O  praise  our  God    to-day,  "For  Christ  and  the  Church 

m  ■+-    '    -0-     -0-    '    -0-      ^  _-—■#-       ■*-        •#■    *    -fi-      m 

-f* r-l 1 1 1       l  ^ r1 1 i-l 1- 1 *~ 


v=t 


V  b  I 


r 


t=t=t 


.•_#. 


t=t=$ 


t=t==t 


*T      W     f      C^rTf 


s     v|.\    k=*    ^=J      h>   -frt     &  J  -£^*=*s     sill 


and  our  blest  En-deav  -  or  bands,  In  our  dear  and  hap- py  homes  far   a- way. 
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No.  256. 


Longing  Tor  Rest. 


F.     L.  WH!I  fc. 
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How  swiftly  then  I'd  fly,  How  swiftly  then  I'd  fly,  To       my  pal-ao  in        the  sky; 

De-liv-er  me,  0  Lord,    De  -  iiv-er  me,  0  Lord,        From     my  sin  and  from  the  world; 
How  swiftly  then  Fdfly,        H   v.  swiftly  then  I'd  fly,  To  my 
De  -  liv-er  me,  O  L  i  Lord,Frommy 
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Far  a-way!   far  a- way!  To  the  regi":  ara-way!  far   a-way!T< 

Lord.  I  cry!  Lord,  I  cry!  Let  my  pray'r  come  nnl  my  cry,  Hear  my  cry,  Let  my 
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regi  'h!  oh!  that  I  had  win:*.  Had  wins  like  a    dove,       Oh!  that  I  had  wings, 

pray'r  come  onto  Tbep.  Oh!  hear  my  praj  r,  0  Lot  I.  'live  ear  to  my     cry,    Hear  my  pray'r,  U  Lord, 
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Had  wings  like  a  dove,  To  be  at  at  rest,  To  "be     at  rest,  To  be  at  rest. 

Give  ear      to  mv  cry,  I  come  to  Thee.  I  come  to  Thee,  To  be     at  rest,  To  be 
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41  Abide  with  me!  fast  falls  the 

203  Ah,  this  heart  is  void  and  chill 

135  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 

47  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus' 

65  All  praise  to  him  who  reigns 

45  All  praise  to  Jesus'  hallow'd 

153  "Almost  persuaded"  now  to 

74  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross 
163  And  Jesus,  when  he  was 
230  Angel  of  peace,  thou  hast 
178  Angel,  roll  the  rock  away! 
105  An  open  Bible  for  the  world 
126  Anywhere  with  Jesus,  I  can 
237  A  sinner  was  wand 'ring  at 
187  Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep 
207  As  shadows  cast,  by  cloud  and 
110  As  your  journey  thro'  life  to  the 

53  A  wonderful  Saviour  is  Jesus 

75  Bear  ye  one  another's  burdens 
195  Beautiful  Zion,  built  above, 
211  Be  of  good  cheer,  you  friends 

7  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne 

165  Behold,  what  manner  of  love 

64  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

39  Break  thou  the  bread  of  life 

244  Can  a. boy  forget  his  mother's 

254  Children  of  Jesus;  come  lift  the 

54  Christ  will  me  his  aid  afford 
185  "Come  and  rest,  come  and  rest" 
150  Come,  ev'ry  soul  by  sin 

145  "Come  home!  come  home!" 


158  Come  to  the  cross  where  my 

87  Conquering  now  and  still  to 

99  Do  you  fear  the  foe  will  in 

82  Do  you  slumber  in  your  tent 

240  Drifting  away  from  Christ  in  thy 

168  Each  cooing  dove  and  sighing 

10  Early,  my  God,  without  dela}' 

46  Ere  you  left  your  room  this 

121  Far  and  near  the  fields  are 

236  "Father,  dear  father,  come" 

17  Father,  in  the  morning 

107  Father  of  mercies!  in  thy  word 

14  Father!  whate'er  of  earthly 

205  Frae  a  life  overshadowed  wi 

129  From  Greenland's  icy 

104  Give  me  the  Bible,  star  of 

222  God  be  with  you  till 

228  God  bless  you  till  we  meet 

231  God,  the  All-Terrible! 

181  Go,  bury  thy  sorrow 

81  Go  earnestly  forward 

120  Go  out  in  the  highways  and 

111  Guard  the  Bible  well 

16  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah 

90  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's 

97  Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed 

102  Hark!  ten  thousand  harps  and 

94  Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee 

61  Hark,  we  hear  the  tidings  rin;.3r 
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157  Hear  the  sweet  voice  of  Jesus 
180     Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  thee 
12  J     1  te  shall  come  down  like 

1 19  I  [e  was  not  willing  that  any 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy! 

113  Ho!  Reapers  of  life's  harvest 

219  How  far  is  it  called  to  the  grave? 

161  How  firm  a  foundation 

109  How  shall  the  young  secure 

149  I  am  coming  to  the  cross 

151  I  am  coming  to  the  cross 

204  I  am  far  frae  my  hame 

198  I  am  longing,  so  sadly  I'm 

242  I  am  on  a  shining  pathway 

127  I  can  hear  my  Saviour  calling 

122  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 

136  I  have  a  Saviour,  he's  plea  ling 

138  I  have  labored  for  thee,  O  sin, 

196  I  hear  a  song,  a  song  so  sweet, 

148  I  hear  the  Saviour  say,  "Thy 

217  I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better 

252  I  knelt  by  my  mother,  her  hand 

186  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives 

59  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth 

115  I  love  to  tell  the  story 

77  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

214  I'm  but  a  stranger  here 

84  In  His  name  go  we  forth 
175  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 
249  Is  there  room  among  the  angels 
125  It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain's 

58  I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest 

182  I've  seen  the  lightning  flashing 
239  I  walked  in  the  woodland 

141  I  was  once  far  away  from  my 

116  I  will  sing  to  you  of  Jesus 

193  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

73  Jesus'  arm  sustains  thee 

24  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  thou  art  to 

19  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

20  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  I  now  hear 
26  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 

155  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  to  Bethlehem 

172  Jesus,  our  Saviour,  weary  and 

23  Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 

28  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee 

57  Jesus  will  never,  never  forsake 

93  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord 

100  Just  a  little  sunshine  everywhere 

35  "Just  as  I  am,"  thine  own  to  be 

142  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 

143  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 

164  "Know  ye  not,  know  ye  not," 

134  Late!  Late,  so  late!  and  dark 

15  Lead  me  gently  home,  Father 

167  Like  him  whilst  friend  and 

183  Long  hast  thou  wept  and 

11  Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now 

85  Loyalty  to  the  Master,  loyalty 


21s  '.Mid  pleasures  and  palaces 

72  More  about  Jesus  would  1  know 

7»i  More  like  Jesus  would  1  be 

216  Mortal,  weary  with  thy  toiling 

7''  Move  forward!  valiant  nun  and 

63  Must  Jesus  heir  the  cross  alone 

My  country:  'tis  of  th<  e, 

36  My  faith  looks  up  'to  thee, 

98  My  father  is  rich  in  houses 
My  God!   is  any  hour  so 

199  My  heav'nly  home  is  bright 
38  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt, 

21  My  Jesus,  I  love  thee, 

13  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

243  No  beautiful  chamber 

96  Now,  I  have  found  a  friend 

250  Now  the  day  is  over, 

86  Now  to  heav'n  our  prayer 

50  O  could  I  speak  the 

238  O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

27  O,  Holy  Saviour!  friend  unseen 

162  O  how  happy  are  they 

5  O  praise  the  Lord  all  ye 

248  O  thou  whose  own  vast  temple 

55  O  wondrous  love,  O  love 

246  Oh,  bow  down  thine  ear,  Eternal 

76  Oh,  for  a  faith  that  will  not 

92  Oh,  glad  "whosoever"  the 

160  Oh,  happv  dav  that  fixed 

256  Oh!  that  I  had  wings 

95  Oh,  the  peace  of  soul 

208  Oh,  to  be  over  Yonder 

29  Oh,  safe  to  the  rock 

233  Oh,  sa3*  can  you  see  by  the 
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adapted  to  the  present,  wants  of  all  the  working  forces  of  the  army  of  the 
Lord. 

EVANGELISTS  will  Snd  the  Gospel  Proclamation  in  Song  a  department 
of  the  book  eminently  suited  to  every  phase  of  a  successfully  conducted 
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services. 
less  it  be 


ftnl'th*.     an   expensive  hymnal  will  not  be  needed  un- 
o  in   the  style. 

CKIfT^nAN  ICNDEAVORERS  will  find    in    Popular   Hyn\rv<*  No    2 

»J1  that  they  can  wish,  because  it  is  full  from  back  to  back  with 
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